


Opening instalment of our new three-part serial 


By DAVID FORREST 


A LBERT frowned thoughtfully, “D’you get whales round here?” 
e* he asked. 

“Not often,” replied the boatman. 

"Well, I think l can ste one straight ahead.” said AL Lert He peered 
through his bmoculars at the black shape yu showing above the waves 
on the horizon. 

“Here, look.” 

‘The boudtinan focused Alberts binoculars. “Whale, Mme darlin’? That's 
yor rock." 

Albert almost enatched ile hirortilars back. “Where s the ITCES, then " 

“Trees, me darlin’? Yer couldn't grow old there, let alone grass ‘un 
such.” 

The rock became larger, starker, and uglier 

“I thought all the Scilly Isles had trees and flowers,” persisted Albert. 
He refused to believe his. legacy island was barren, “Are you sure that 


this is Foul Rock?” 
To page 72 
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The boatman arntled 
“Been coming out here a 
long time, son. There's only 
one Foul Rock round here 
—and that’s it," 

He manoeuvred the launch 
into a small cove on the 
western end of the Island. 
From close up, it looked even 
bleaker, “I can’t get mght 
inshore. Have to jump, Pick 
a clean rock or that keip'll 
tip yer into the water. I'll 
be back to pick yer up al 
about four this afternoon.” 

“See you,” shouted Albert, 
as he jumped ashore. “Don't 
forget me, will you?” 

It was a hor June day. The 
sca was gently rattling the 
pebbles at the water's edge 
as the boat reversed away. 

“Those crummy travel 
brochures,’ thought Albert as 
he began his hike across his 
kingdom, “Gome to the 
Scilly Isles, Palm trees, long 
sandy beaches, flowers. 
Castles an’ greenhouses. 
Botanical gardens. Swimmin’- 
pools an’ lagoons. And what 
do I get? A quarry, Not 
even a dandelion,” 

He was suddenly surprised 
to find himself halfway along 
the Island. He had taken 
just 75 paces: He looked 
around him, He was stand- 
ing on the highest potnt, a 
smooth plateau 20 feet above 
the high-tide mark. He could 
have thrown a stone into the 
sea in any direction. It was 
only 374 yards to his left 
and right. And another 75 
yards ahead. 


“Not even a grovelling 
peasant mi sight,” he 
grumbled. 


A movement on a small 
rock a few yards out in the 
rippled sea caught his eye, 
“Me loyal subjects.” 

He examined them, They 
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examined back. A parr of 
cormorants watched hum like 
vultures. A tatty herrine- 
mull, with a distinctive limp, 
eyed him with apprehension 
from a shrivelled clump of 
seaweed, 

Albert swept them a regal 
“Me Lord, Lady, and 


your king 1s 


how. 
Gen leman, 
abdicating.” 

One look was enough. He 
made up hiis mind to return 
to St, Mary's, Gut, by the 
time he'd picked Ins way 
hack to the beach the boat- 
man was well out of callme 
ranee, He was stuck on the 
rock until evening. 

Albert swore and resumed 
his show tour of his dona. 
“What a  slagheap,” he 
thought, It was then that he 
spotted the power-boal, a 
blue dart tugging at its moor- 
mcs im the calm water of a 
cove, He started toward it. 

“Somebody s towing me 
island away. Bit af sauce. 
Pirates. I just got here im 
time — well! How about 
that!” 

A long, brown girl was 
lying 20) yards away against 
a wave-planed rock; so brown 
she was almost perfectly 
camouflaged alongside the 
kelp that hung m broad mb- 
bons near the waterline. She 
glistened where the sunlight 
mirrored off the sea on to 
her oiled body. 

She was sleek. Slim waisted 
and slim thighed. Her blonde 
hair was caught in a pony- 
tail. She was nude—very. 
She lay back, her head 
pilowed in her hands. 

Albert studied her. As a 
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goes tp work 
skin and brings 
rheumaiism, fibrositis and 


connomseur of girls, he 
decided thar this one was a 
very desirable = specimen 
About seventeen, he judged 
her ct he, Sw iatural blond 
Statistics say, ot 22-34 
Not fang left high school — 
no, boardme gc hie. 
Moneved, because of thr 


Citta. 

“Tim king here,” thowenht 
Albert, “IT could hawr her. 
She's invaded me, I could 
make her my pnsoner of 
war. 

He walked over to the 
girl. As he neared her, she 
reached out and  cainily 
draped herself with a large 
beach towel, She gave no 
other sign of knowing he 
was there. 

His shadow fel! across het 
She opened one eve. It was 
a startling blue. “You're 
tanding in my sun.” 
Albert moved nearer and 
sat next to her. “And you re 
om my Island,” he said. 

The girl stared at him 
“Why den't you go and put 
your head unclerwater while 
[ get dressed?” 

Albert looked away, watch- 
ins the sparkle of the small 
waves ag they  houncedl 
against the rocks. Behind 
him he could hear the rustle 
of the girl's clothing. 


5 


“You can look now.” she 


said, 

She had put on a yellow 
hikim, Now he noticed, with 
satisfaction. that she wasn't 
wearing a ring. 

“T've never een you hbe- 
fore. I've been sunbathing 
here for ages,” she said. 

“First visit,” he said, “]'ve 
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just inherited it, so T guess 
that makes me king” 

“eo suc me, Your Majesty, 
You're welcome to the place. 
It's no use for anything 
except sunbathing,” ; 

“Typical colonialist. Take 
all you want out of a coun- 
try, then pretend that it's not 
worth having.” 

“EH bet you're rich,” she 
said, 

“Wrong, This Island's all 
ve got, work in a cinema. 
What do you do?” 

“Nothing.” — she replied, 
“Daddy's a solicitor in Si. 
Mary's, I just live with him. 
And I come here on hot 
days. Where did you leave 
your heat? It's not very safe 
lo anoor On the western end 
of the Island.” 


“I swam here,” said 


ELT! 
\lbert. “I'm a Famous long- 


| distance swirnmer. It's only 


thirty-four miles the round 
trip.” 

“You're a out!’ 

Albert admitted that he 
was stuck on the tland fer 
the ex few Herurs 

“ve got some sandwiches, 
and Im hungry.” said the 
air, “It you'd like to get 
thent from my bhoat, [Il 
‘tare them with vou. Thev're 
in 2 plastic box. By the way. 
whats your name?" 

“To Albert.” he 

Albert Quinlan,’ 

Phe girl gieeied 

funny?” 


cen 


What's any 
Nothing really,’ ale eaiel, 
Bxcept that I'm Viereria.” 
[Le rose to his feet ane 
down ta the 
oa gat aa | a 4 ii Tori wate hed 


his tall fierwre 
Not bed,” she thowebre. 
Voout twenty-four Movie 
Ych. Landon pceent He's 
clogegry a 


-harp Bie, 


http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page493009 7 


(7 





Albert came back. “Boat's 
a beauty,” he said. “Yours?” 

“Daddy's.” 

They ate their sandwiches 
in silence. Albert decided he 
was glad he'd missed the 
boatman, He stripped off his 
shirt and lay back beside the 
irl, 

“Who dyou get the 
Island from?” she asked. 

“My old Unele Alf. He 
brought me up, He won it 
m a poker came. When I 
wis a kid, he used to tell 
me he'd won me in a poker 
game. My mother died of 
pneumonia, Uncle Alf was 
looking after me till Dad got 


back from the war. He never 


did,” 
U NGLE ALF, 


Albert explained, was a hard- 
drmking railway ganger who 
had come over to England to 
help the IRA strugele. He'd 
developed such a liking for 
English beer that he'd -almost 
complerely forsaken the 
cause that brought him, 


wid, frequently 
drunk, but he had a creat 
heart, To the biy he became 
mother and father, and had 
example, And Albert loved 
tan, 


He Weils 


mince Unele AM wan the 
Island in a card game in 
() Flaharty’s Bar in the Exst 
of London, he'd spent the 
Vad months of his life dream- 
ing Of retiring there. When 
he died, Albert, as sole heir, 
inherited the Island and sev- 
fi ese huncred empty basi 
hornles. 

Albert saved hard for his 

holidays on his 
Wood here be was. . 
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The rocks gave litle shade 


from the hot sun. Albert 
found the reflected glare from 
the water uncomfortable. 


“Swim?” asked Victoria. 
“In what? Haven't got my 
trunks.” 


“| don't mind if you swim 
in your underpants.” 

He stopped down te his 
jockey shorts and they swam 
for a while in the chear 
water, then went hack and 
gat on their rock and. dried 
m the sun. 


“This is better than 
Manny's Biograph,” sard 
Albert. 

* What?” 

"Ti’s the dump where I 
work, [om the assigtant mai 
ager. If we had as many cu 
tomers as moths the gov nor 
would be a rmullionaire.~ 


“Tr sounds igh,” said Wic- 
Lora. 

“It's more than ugh, but 1 
gets me. The people are mar 
vellous, They're mostly pen- 
sioners, “And my boss Manny 

he's great.” He told her 
about him, 


Manny was Jewish, Manny 
was generous, Fle never com 
plamed when Albert gave the 
hordes of old-age penwoners 
free seats, In wanter, Albert 
would have the bales 
stoked, just to kéep his spec 
ial patrons warm. Mostly, 
the films were old and bad, 
an there were always enough 
seaty for paying customer, 
but none came. _ 

Qecasionally, there would 
be a good film — tat thé 
ranks of pensioners crowded 


out the paying  customenms 


Stull, Manny wasn ( .worrice: 


To page 73 
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“Stop thinking about your 
Island. Your future's ‘ere with 
me, in show business,” Nanny 
would say. Albert would 
straighten his bow tie and 
amoath down his second- 
hand tuxedo, Then he would 
stroll to the back of the stalls 
to watch his hero, Douglas 
Fairbanks — Senior, D.F. 
Junior's films were still way 
above Manny's financial bud- 
get. 


“Time to go,” said Vic- 
tora, Albert looked sad. 


They drove the boat back 
to St. Mary's and stopped 
Albert's returning fisherman 
only a few hundred yards out- 
tide the harbor. 


In his small guesthouse, 
Albert thought about the 
day's trip. The Island was 
still disappointing. Victoria, 
on the other hand, was most 
Promising. His holiday, after 
all, could turn out to be good. 


He bathed and dressed, 
and walked down to meet 
Victoria in the mug of The 
Fisherman's. Inn. She was 
already there, holding a half- 
pint of bitter in her small 
hand, With her was a comi- 
cal, portly figure. It looked 
like a Dickensian caricature. 
She introduced it as her 
father, 


James Rhodes was about 
fifty, He was wearing his 
drinking clothes. The shaggy 
mohair sparts jacket needed 
4 shave almost as much as 
Rhodes himself, Its bright 
check clashed garishly with a 
Rowered shirt worn outside a 
pair of striped morning-suit 
trousers. On his sockless feet 
were & pair of hand-made 
fandals. But it was the other 
end of Victoria's father which 
incteased Albert's confusion. 
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He was grey, where he had 
hair — which was only on the 
sides and round the back of 
his head. Where he didn't 
have hair of his own, he wore 
a wig. This would have 
looked less eccentric had the 
toupee nat been made [wenty 
years before to match his sur- 
viving hair — when it was 
ced. Now it sat on his scalp 
like a ruffled hen on a grey 
nest. 


Rhodes pulled out a small 
handful of money and wan- 
dered over to the poker 
machine. 

“Daddy's a shocker,” said 
Victoria. “He's never really 
grown responsible. He got 
slung out of the Navy's Legal 
Department because they said 
he drank more rum than the 
whole of the dockyard. He 
made the eet contractor 
nich, Then my mother ran 
off with the contractor. 
Daddy's never touched rum 
since.” 

Rhodes had then set up 
business as a solicitor in Lon- 
don. In order to avoid exces- 
sive income tax, he'd imssted 
his clients paid him a pertion 
of their bills in gin, Unfor- 
tunately, his local tradesmen 
were unwilling to accept set- 
tlement of his debts in the 
same good spirit, 

Eventually, he was spend- 
ing so much time fighting Ins 
own legal battles that he was 
unable to aceept work from 
his regular clients. And when 
Victoria left her boarding- 
school the your before, be 
decided to retire to the 
Scillie. Now his Naval pen- 
gion and the occasional legal 
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work he did for the Islands 
market gardeners enablecl 
him to live comfortably. 

said Rhodes, 
“Make 


“Have a gin,” 
returning to the table, 


it two, large ones,” he told 
the barman, Albert didn't 
have time to tell him that 


he’d rather have a beer. 


Looking at Albert through 
the bottom of his glass, the 
solicitor shrewdly weighed 
him up, Victoria's few young 
men had been thin, pale, and 
schoolboyish., 


different. He had a self 
assurance that worried 
Rhodes And a cockney 
chann. 


Victoria was an attractive 
girl, with few things ta oc- 
cupy her. As a child, their 
holidays on the Islands had 
caused him enough worry— 


diving and swimming off dan- | 


gerous rocks, sailing in rough 
seas in small boats, Now the 
worries would grow, rather 
than decrease. He would 
have to contend with annual 
romances with odd VoOLUNe 
men. The fact that Alber! 
owned Victoria’s favorite 
Island gave him an frdec 
which Rhodes dicin’t enjoy. 

However, 
to him, 
in his 


he was pleasant 
and Albert, investing 
future with Vietoria 
allowed Rhodes to beat him 
twice at darts. 

"Lhe 


fallowing  meomung 
Victoria and Albert mic! 


early for another trip to th 


Island, This time the girl 
acted as guide, She pointed 
out the pools that trapped 


fish, and the sun traps wheri' 
the water was hot The 


This one was: | 





swam and lay in the sun for 
hours, talking about anything. 

For the next few days, they 
visited the Island together, 
Every evening was spent in 
the pub, Rhodes, realising 
that he held a losing brief, 
vracefully returmed to the 
comfort of the saloon bar. 

Saturday, June 15, was an 
historic day. Albert felt that 
it was poing to be, even be- 
fore he got aut of bed. Vic- 
teria wanted him, [his was 
made clear the day before. 
Albert decided to play it cool, 
Today, he hoped, was going 
to be very special, 

He washed, dressed in a 
blue and white T-shirt and 
clean jeans, then hurried to 


* the harbor and sat on the low 


wall to wall, 


Victona stood in front of 
the long mirror of her rose- 
wood wardrobe. Albert 
wanted her. It was made 
clear the day before. He 
didn’t knaw it, but he was 
going to get her today. Would 
it be romantic? Would he tell 


her he loved her? Yes, he 
would. she decided. She'd 
make him. 

She chose her smallest 
bikini, topped with a lght 
cotton dress. She wriggled 
her toes ito her sandals, 


Grabbed her packed beach 
hag and hurried owt, She 
arrived only a few minutes 
after him. 

Albert drove the boat 
hercely toward the Island. 
Victoria sat close, The near- 
ness of her body warmed 
him where he had been 
chilled by the sharp morn- 
ing air. They were both ex- 
cited. 


The 


sun was still fairly 
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low when they arrived, but 
it was warmer. They 
clambered on to the shingle 
floor of a gully and dragged 
the bow a little way up it 
on to the rocks. They tied 
it to a small, sharp pinnacle 
and scrambled on to the 
central plateau of the Island. 

When they reached the 
place where Albert had first 
stood to survey his kingdom, 
he stopped and pulled Vic- 
toria: toward him, “Sit here 
for a while.” 


H. lit his first 


cigarette of the day and 
looked at Victoria, now lying 
next to him, face downward 
on the smooth rock. Her face 
was hidden by her hair, 
which she had combed loose. 
He knew that she was watch- 
ing him through the golden 
haze. 


Albert jabbed his cigarette 
at the rock, then he leant 
down until he could kiss the 
nape of her neck. He pressed 
her head against him. Her 


soft hair fell on either side 


of his hips. He coiled it with 
his hands and pulled her face 
to his own, She lay back, 
“Ouch!” 
Albert jumped. 
shouted in his ear. 


She'd 


“Something's bitten me.” 
She sat up and twisted to 
look over her shoulder, 
“You didn't put your ciga- 
rette out.” 


“I'm sorry,” he mumbled 
inadequately. 
“Tt stings, Maybe if we go 
for a swim it'll stop.” 
“Now?” asked Albert. 
“We'll 
later." 


come up here 





SERVICE 


““ Women!" Albert 


When they came out of 
the water they didn't dress, 
There wasn't really much 
point. They were alone, and 
they both knew that they 
would make love soon, 


Around midday Albert 
noticed that he was feeling 
chilly. For the past two and 
a half hours he hadn't 
looked farther than the few 
mches that separated him 
from Wictoria. They still 
hadn't made love, bul were 
lying snuggled together. He 
now raised his head and 
looked out over the rocks. 

The sea disappeared ito 
a low mist that hung over 
the water. Visibility was only 
about Of) yards. 

“Fog,” said Albert, “May- 
be we'll both be marooned 
this time.” 


said 


Victoria sat up = and 
shivered. “It won't last very 
long,” she told him. “We 


often get these summer sea 
mists around here. It'll 
probably blow clear in an 
hour or so. Cuddle me...” 


Captain Worolokey was 
day-dreaming. He had been 
a fisherman for a long time. 
A real fisherman. He could 
remember when Russian 
trawlers. only went out to 
catch fish. He'd enjoyed 
these days. 

Now he was as much a 
military seaman as the man 
who captained a warship. In 
fact, Vorolokov was an 
extremely successful military 
seaman. He had risen from 
the fo'e'’sle of a fishing 
boat to captain of the latest 


“trawler” in the Soviet 
Navy. 
To page 74 
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The Dmitri Kirou was a trawler 
only in hull design. She carried 
no fishing gear. Her gunwales 
hid machine-gun mountings, Her 
stern cabin housed a depth 
charge launcher. Her for'ard 
hatch contained a battery of 
surface-to-air missiles. The entire 
centre section of the hoat con- 
cealed a cradle capable of 
directing a 30ft. rocket to a 
target 20 miles away. 


jut her impressive armory 
was litth more than a ribcage 
protecting the real heart of the 
ship a collection of the moet 
sophisticated Mfercepuion equip- 
ment and listening devices Soviet 
scientists had ever produced. So 
acnaitivwe that they could follow 
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the subtle movements of ships 
lar beyond the horizon, So expen- 
sive, the trawler rivalled in cost 
and technological skill a major 
soviet space probe. 

The Dmitn Kirev was off to 
join the Nato Fleet exercises in 
the Atlantic, She was to shadow 
the war fleet's activities. And re- 
lay all the information back to 
Moscow. 

saturday, fume 15: A short. 
ugly, stubble-chinned man nudged 
Vorolokov rather too hard in the 
ribt and pushed a stained mug 


Flite) arolm mle) cola mel ae rsiies lite! 


of coffee into his hand. It was 


Boris the cook. 


Vorolokey and he waged a 
continuons good-natured war. 
They had sailed together for 
many years. Boris pretended he 
hated the sea even more than he 
hated his captain. In any case, 
he claunmed, strictly speaking he 
wamt a cook. Like Vorolokoav 
hed started sea-life as a deck- 
hand on a fishing heat and had 
been more or less pitchforked 
into the job of cook. 

The crew were a bizarre assort- 
ment. Most were related or con- 
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nected by marriage and between 
them they possesed a mostly use- 
less collection of talents. Lev, 
the bosun’s mate, loved dogs. 
Rasputin, his mute alsatian, went 
with him on all his trips. Lew did 
his barking and growling for him. 


Mischa, the hosun and COOLS 
of Lev, claimed to know o secret 
Mongolian way of breaking a 
nuns neck. He'd never, in fact, 
put this into practice.  Waasili, 
Mischa’s nephew, could dislocate 
his shoulder at will — and did so 
whenever he wanted time off. 
[gor, a young Cossack, was a 
natural dancer. 

They all worked well, Voro- 
lokov had littl or no trouble. 
On shore, they drank together. 
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At sea, they knew and undey- 
stood each other. 

There were some on board the 
Dmitri Kirov, however, whom 
the trawlermen did mot under. 
sand. They were the four scien. 
tists who operated the complex 
armory of the ship and the even 
more complicated listening in- 
struments, 


The scientists were strange. 
They talked in a language only 
they could comprehend, And 
they made  Vorolokow feu! 
ignorant. He completely mic. 
trusted their below-deck naviga- 
hon 

Being, basically, a fisherman, 
Vorolokov was able to plot his 
course from one fishing ground 
to another, He was never lost. 
He worked instinctively with a 
combination of the sun, the stars, 
the seasons, the currents, occas 
ionally his compass, and, mope 
rarely, with his. charts. 

Now on this, his most impor- 
tant command, he was pot 
allowed to choose his own course. 
The intercom would buez,-and a 
strange voice would order him to 
change direction a few degrees 
this way or that. Kesentfully, 
he would comply, or pass on the 
orders to the sleersman. 

Tie knew nothing of the weap 
ons on board his ship. They 
weren't under his control, He 
couldn't even open-a hatch with- 
aut permission. All the weapons 
and instruments were controlled 
by the Whiteshirts, the crew's 
name for the scientists. 


Bz SOW) decks, in 


the small square of a radio cabin, 
Tanya Suvoreva drew another 
face on the nail of her left thumh, 
then leant back and pushed the 
earphones away from her face. [t 
seemed to the twenty-two-year-old 
that she was spending her whole 
life in the three metres square 
radio room. A fluorescent tube in 
the deckhead was the sole means 
af lighting. 

She rarely saw daylight except 
when she went above for fresh 
air at the end of her watch, hor 
the rest of the time, she sat at 
the radio table, wearing a head- 
Set. 

At the moment she felt a Jittle 
guilty. She'd spent the past fil- 
teen minutes listening, with 
pleasure, to Western music on 
one of the civil broadcasting 
wave lengths. 

Tanya was Vorolokov's pet, the 
daughter he never had. She was 
ebony-haired, with grey eyes that 
reminded him of the misty lakes 
of his childhood home on the 
cdges of the White Sea. 

A buzzer, on the board in front 
of her, gave out a sharp chirrup. 
Tanya took up the earphones 
Over the static she recognised 
coded greetings from the depot 
ship Ayat. They were due 0 
rendezvous later in the day. 

She acknowledged and signed 
off briefly. Then flicked up the 
intercom key and reported the 
position given by the Ayal wo Pro- 
fessor Ushakov, the sciennsts 
leader, 

Ushakov walked over to the 
indicator screen and located the 
mother ship some twenty-one 
iniles off their port bow. He 
plotted the new course, Then he 
called Vorolokow on the bridge, 
pave him his mstructions. “We 
will be alongside in an hour and 
a half,” 

Voroalokov threw wp his arm 
and muttered something blasphe- 
mous. The steersman swung the 
wheel a few degrees, and Vore 
lokev checked the new bearing ©” 
a compass. They'd now pas 
through the English Channel. As 
usual, he wondered whether the 
Whiteshirts below knew what they 
were doing 


To page 75 


= cL. - 


























http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4930099 














AND TO MY 
| NEPHEW ALBERT.. 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 74 


Sixty-seven minutes Later, the 
Pmitn Kirov ran into a fogbank. 
Vorolokoy signalled to the radar 
room and told Ushakov. He re- 
coved an almost immediate reply 
that the depot ship Ayat was 
directly ahead in an otherwise 
clear Sea... - 

Boris left the galley with 
another trayful of oily looking 
coffee. He lurched his way up 
the steep companionway to the 
bridge and barged open the door 
with his heavy shoulder. He 
waved the mug in front of the 
captain, Worolokov took it and 
grunted a word of thanks. It 
puziled him why he always 
thanked Boris for his appalling 
coffee, 

He decided it was more a mat- 
ter of habit than appreciation, 

Vorolokov ict the bitter, hot 
liquid sear its way down his 
throat. Then the half-empty mug 
clattered to the deck. Coffee 
formed a lake on the sacred 
planking. Vorolokov's jaw 
dropped, His face turned white. 


L. was not so much 
a crash as an eruption. There was 
a discordant peal of tearing, 
buckling metal and grinding rock. 
A bulkhead leapt toward Boris. A 
fire-cxtinguisher sprang from its 
bracket and burst, fogging every- 
thing with powder. 

Through half-conscious eyes, 
the cook watched Vorolokov 
amash through the chart table 
and the bridge windows. The 
atecrsman'’s body hurtled against 
the wheel. He slumped over it 
UNCONSCIOUS. 

There were shouts from below 
as men were bounced about by 
the impact. Heavy equipment tore 
from mountings. Furniture and 
crockery destroyed themselves in 
a tangle of wreckage. The shackles 
holding the anchor snapped. The 
chain rattled out, Then there was 
silence. 


Vorolokov opened his eyes. He 
was suspended halfway through 
the glass panelling at the front 
of the wheelhouse. Slowly, he 
levered himself up and looked 
along the now convoluted fore- 
deck Fuel oil fountained from a 
fractured pipe on the deck just in 
front of him. It was chaos. 

He looked farther ahead. There 
was no sea, Just a rocky plateau, 
Two small, surprised figures stood 
hand-in-hand looking up at him 
from beyond the trawler’s crum- 
pled bow. The Dmitri Kirov, 
pride of the supreme Soviet 
Navy's spy fleet, now occupied a 
large slice of the Island won by 
Albert's uncle from Fatty Hagan 
In a poker game. 

Victoria and Albert had been 
lying on the plateau, their 
thoughts identical, They had each 
brought the other to the very 
point of seduction. Albert had 
finally begun a mental count- 
down. Five, four, three . . . 

A muffled sound in the mist 
had make him look up. Slicing 
through the haze toward them 
was a ship. Instinctively, Albert 
leapt up, dragging Victoria to her 
feet. The approaching bow, aimed 
at them, sheared into the Island. 
Spray from the steel hull show- 
ered them as it juddered to rest 
only a few yards away. The 
anchor shattered rock at Albert's 
fect as it catapulted from its 
chocks, It was buried by the 
os os clanked after it. 

arded face appeared and 

Stared down at tas Albert 
called up, furiously. “You're tres- 
passin.” 

The head looked at them in 
astonishment. Then it disappeared 
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wreckage. She examined 


panied by a ruffled female head 
wearing earphones with a short 
leneth of wire dangling from 
thern, 

More heads joined them until 
the whole bow of the ship 
resembled the gallery of a music 
hall. 

“Vot, in front of our ship, are 
you doing?” asked a voice stained 
with an Old Kent Road accent. 


“Youre parked on our clothes. 
If you'll back off a bit we can 
get dressed. And I think you've 
squashed our sandwiches, They 
were in our boat.” 


The heads disappeared. It was 
impossible for Albert to see what 
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stare in hypnotised disbelief, 

“I think I left my sunglasses 
down there,” was all she could 
say, looked at the cully now 
filled entirely by the trawler 

“Aca time like this,” mumbled 
Albert. He took her arm and led 
her down toward the scrambled 
remains of her boat. A twisted 
steering wheel stuck out from 
under the kecl of the ship. 
shattered whiskers of fibreglass 
were strewn down the cleft of the 
rock. The outboard engine had 
been rolled into a horseshoe, 

The only sign of their clothing 
was a blue and white sleeve from 
Albert's F-shirt, Victoria's -sun- 
glasses were lying undamaged in 


them carefully, then put them on. 

Albert walked to the stem of 
the trawler. It was completely 
out of the water. One side of the 
hull was split along twenty feet 
of its length where a wedge of 
rock had cut through the metal 
plates like a laser beam. He 
walked back toward the plateau 
and looked up, for the first time 
at the name on the bow. 

“Tt’s a Russian!” he gasped 

A rope ladder unrolled over 
the tide of the ship and slapped 
the rocks, A ‘sea-hont appeared, 
followed by a heavy body and the 
hairy face of Vorolokoy 4, Thee 
pire exsion followed him down 
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With a great deal of muttering, 
the damage to the trawler's hull 
was examined, Albert didn't need 
to know Russian to realise that 
juicy oaths and blame were being 
directed, for the most part, at a 
white-shirted young man, 

For a while it looked as though 

the young man and the big sea- 
man might translate their argu- 
ment to blows. The woman, still 
wearing her earphones, walked 
between them and, pointing at 
Albert, said something to them 
both. 
_“Goot arftermoon,” she said. 
“How did you managing move 
the Island in front of wus en 
quickly?" 

Albert was shaken by this piece 
of female logic 
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The cutting blast of a ship's 
siren from behind him made the 
whole party jump. Albert twisted 
round. Through the lifting mist, 
and only four hundred yards 
away, anchored bow and stern, 
in line with the course of the 
trawler, was a huge tanker. At 
her masthead flew the red flag 
of the U.SS.R. 

As they watched, a launch was 
lowered and motored toward the 
Island. The stranded Russian 
crew moved down to mret it. 
Their conversation with the men 
on board began while they were 
still fifty yards away 
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The visitors made a-rapid sur- 
vey of the trawler’s damage. It 
was plain that at least Victoria's 
presence had been noted by the 
new arrivals, There were several 
looks im her direction, But she 
felt anonymous behind her sun- 
plasses: Albert had the umcomfort- 
able feclme that the Russians 
would have been a jot happier 
hod he and Victoria been 
squashed, along with their 
motor-boagt, 


Eventually, the party made 
their way over to him, 


“What are you doing here?” 
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asked the uniformed officer in 
almost accentless English. 

“You're on my Island. You've 
smashed our boat and ruined all 
our gear.” 

The officer gave a curt order 
to a tall Russian near him. The 
party made its way to the side 
of the trawler and began to 
cimb aboard. Albert and Vic- 
toria, uneertain what to do, 
waited at the foot of the ladder. 

A moment later, the female 
head poked itself over the gun- 
wale and invited them up. Albert 
led the way. 

“Come, please.” 

The female and a stocky man 
with a bent nose escorted them 
mto a cabrm. 





“You must have share this” 
she waved ai a two-tier berth, 
“I hope. you not minding having 
up bunk.” 

“Such consideration,” ssid 
Albert, eyeing Victoria, 

“Sit, please. Vodka, yes?" 

Albert nodded to her. “Op 
the rocks.” 

“Where, please?” 

Albert smiled and sat down, 
A couple of greasy glasses were 
thrust into their hands by Ben, 
Nose. A bottle was placed on 
the table. Albert took a sip aj 
the clear liquid the girl poured 
for him. 

“Niet. Like this.” she downed 
her drink in one swig. Albert 
and Victoria copied her. Twenty 
minutes later the bottle was half 
empty. 

Albert guessed that the female 
was trying to soften them MD. 
But he didn’t care. He felt dis. 
tinctly happier, though it flashed 
through his mind that they gave 
condemned men a drink of spirits 
before execution. 

The cabm door was pushed 
open, They were joined by the 
owner of the beard and the 
uniformed officer from the 
tanker. 


“This,” said the female, point- 
mg to the beard, “is Trawler 
Captain Vorolokov. And this is 
Fleet Captain-Commander Nev- 
skii. | am Tanya Suvorova, radio 
operator.” 

Albert introduced himself and 


Victoria, 


\ OROLOKOV ex- 
plained that, despite the appar- 
ently severe damage, they hoped 
to refloat the trawler the next 
day. They intended to work 
through the night, welding fresh 
plates over the slit in the hull. 
She would then be towed back to 
Leningrad for repairs. 

Victoria thought the Russian 
captain was warm and friendly. 
He spoke good English. 

“Our accident was radar error,” 
he said. “Most inconveniencing 
to everybody. We much regret 
destruction of your boat. Our 
Embassy in London will arrange 
compensation. Tomorrow we take 
you to your homeland. Mean- 
time, please be our guests.” 


Albert thanked them for their 
courtesy. 


The three Russians left the 
cabin. Tanya returtied shortly 
afterwards with an armful of 
clothes, “For you,” she said, She 
left. 


Sounds of activity soon made 
Albert look out of one of the 
portholes. He saw a crowd of 
seamen dragging welding equip- 
ment toward the boat. Above, 
he could hear more men at work. 


The noises grew louder as torn 
and damaged sections of the hull 
were cut away with oxy-acety- 
lene torches. Metal banged as 
the engineers shuffled new plates 
into position. The noise, rever- 
berating through the cabin, drove 
Albert and Victoria on deck. 


Albert leaned against the gul- 
wale and unconsciously slipped 
his arm around Victoria’s waist 
as he watched, fascinated. The 


sun sank unnoticed. 


Tanya appeared at their side 
and beckoned them down to the 
Mess, Vorolokoy was already 
there. He made Victoria st on 
his left. Tanya took her usual seat 
on his right. Albert lowered .him- 
self next to her. 
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Georgian wine came with Rus- 


sian pancakes and salied herrings. 


Vornlakov commanded the = com- 


versation. He spoke affectionately 


ef hie visits to Britain during the 
war. That was how he learned to 
speak English, he explained 

“In those days. there no Eng- 
lish taught in Russian schools,” he 
said. “Now, everything different. 

For the first time smece the 
shock of the trawler’s arrival, Vie- 
toria began to relax. She liked 
Vorolokov, He was the first Rus- 
sian she'd ever met. She was now 
enjoying the adventure, but she 
knew her father would be worry- 
ing because she hadn't returned 

After coffer and more vodka, 
Vorolokev excused himself to get 
back to supervising the repairs to 
the hull, Tariya, it seemed, would 
be working late in the radio room. 
Victoria and Albert returned to 
their cabin, The noise was now 
like an iron foundry. 

“It's too noisy to sleep, [IY you 
think they'll lend us a Monopoly 
set?” Victoria said. 

Albert kissed her, “I don't 
fancy Monopoly,” he said. He 
was about to suggest a better 
method of night-passing when the 
door opened, It was Tanya again. 

“You don't mind, | aff duty 
now. I sleep.” She dropped, fully 
dressed, into the single bunk on 
the far side of the cabin. 

Albert groaned and climbed 
into the top bunk, above Victoria. 


; [ICTORIA = was 


awakened by someone gently 
shaking her. Tanva stood there. 
she was carrying coffee, 

“Please be ready soon, We take 
off the boat shortly.” 

Tt was just after five o'clock. 
The day was still thin and hun- 
ery, Outside, the activity contin- 
wed. Albert and Victoria walked 
on to the deck, All rownd the 
Island were Russian ships. At 
least a dozen were anchored 
round the eastern end. 

A ured Vorolokov waved to 
them from below. They climbed 
down to him, He was standing, 
looking at the new metal sheets 
on the hull. 

“An untidy job,” he apologised. 
“But in will get us home. In a 
few minutes they start tow us off. 
Please stand at cther end of 
Island, so you not get hurt.” 

Thick ropes and wire hawsers 
stretched from the beached 
Dmitri Kirov into the water in 
the direction of the anchored 
ships. A siren gave a shriek. 
Anchor chains chattered, The 
ships, joined to the stern of the 
imprisoned vessel, manocuvred 
until they radiated away from her, 
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Two short siren notes gave the 
signal for the tow te begin. 

Albert and Victoria backed 
away from the hull. White water 
churned behind the heaving ves 
selx, The hawsers stiffened into 
bars of brown steel. 


For tedious seconds, nothing 
happened. Then there was a 
serics Of sharp bangs as some 
of the tow lines parted. The bow 
of the damaged trawler shuddered 
and tilted. There were more ex- 
plosions. Great lengths of rope 
hurtled, whip-lashing back over 
the Dmitri Kirov, smashing away 


deck fittmes: ‘here was a final 
gunshot as the last hawser broke, 

Two hours Jater, the towing 
vesely were in position to try 
again. This time, however, they 
were joined by their depot ship, 
the tanker. 

As before, the siren heralded 
the action. The ships strained. 
Again there was a shuddering, 
then a noe like a small cannon 
being fired. This time the entire 
after-deckhouse was carried away, 
revealing the ominous barrel of 
the depth-charger launcher. 


Then Albert heard the trawler 


scream. Linearthly and terrifving, 
it echoed round the Island, The 
how lifted ecieht feet clear of 
the pround, hung for a moment, 
then crashed down with a thim- 
derous splintering of rock and 
metal. The trawler lay dead, sull 
in the grip of the Island. Her 
back was broken. The final towing 
attempt had literally pulled her 
apart. 

Back on the wreeked ship, 
Albert.was told: “She is here for 
good. We have decided to unload 
the equipment.” 

“You can't leave this great 
heap of old iron on my Island,” 
said Albert. “This is tipping and 
it’s illegal in this country.” 

“We have no choice,” Vorolo- 
kov told him sadly. “But once 





















we unloaded, maybe we can blow 
hull to pieces for you before we 
leave.” 

A shout from the rock 
the conversation, aves 

“It's Daddy,” said Victoria, 

She ran to the side of the ship. 
Rhodes was standing at the foot 
of the rope ladder. Beside him 
stood the oil-skin clad coxswaiy 
of the local lifeboat. Rhodes was 
a mixture of anger and relief. 
When the couple had failed to 
return, he had notihed the cons. 
guards. Before dawn, he had 
joined the lifeboat crew in a 
search. 

“TH horsewhip the young doe" 
he told the cowalar tisk, 
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They landed near the stricken 
rrawler, and he was horrified to 
see the remains of his power-boat 
scattered in the gully mingled 
with shreds" of clothing.’ and 
Albert’s crushed binoculars. 

Victoria slid down the ladder 
and hugged him. Albert followed. 
He explained what had hap- 
pened. 

Rhodes sat on a rock and list- 
ened. His shrewd eyes scrutinised 
the strange acrials, domes, and 
complicated antennae on the 
trawler's superstructure. 

At last he stood up, groped 
in his pocket, and fished out a 
gin-filled hip flask — the largest 
Albert had ever seen. It looked 
like a Foreign Legionnaire’s water 
bottle. He unscrewed the drinking 
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cup and handed it empty to 
Albert. Then he swigged deeply 
fram the bottle before passing it 
Ver, 

“LT think I can make you rich, 
my boy.” He prodded Albert in 
the chest to emphasise each word. 
“You need my experienced guid- 
ance. They can't remove a bar- 
nacle from that hulk without a 
specific ruling from the Receiver 
of Wrecks — and that’s you, on 
this bit of rock,” 

He pushed his wig forward in 
his best courtroom manner. 

“As I read it, this Island is 


subject only to your laws. Leave 
this to me.” 

Rhodes walked over to Voro- 
lokov and Ushakov, who were 
briefing the crew on unloading 
the trawler. 

“L want to speak to the officer 
im charge,” he said firmly. 

“L am the captam,” said Voro- 
lokov. 

“Good. I have to inform you 
that you cannot unload a ‘single 
piece of equipment until com- 
pensation has been assessed by 
the International Courts. I am the 
legal adviser to the owner of this 
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Island, and 1 need mot pomt out 
the implications if you fail to 
observe this warning.” 

“Can he do this to us?” the 
scientist asked Vorolokoy im Rus- 
sian. 

“Yee but I hoped we'd get 
away with it.” 

Ushakoy shrugged his shoul- 


ders. The two men climbed 
wearlly aboard the unhappy 
trawler. Lanya put her head 


round the door of her radio 
cabin. 

“Captain-Commander Newski 
wanis to know when to expect 
the first boatload of equipment,” 

“Tell him we can’t unload any- 
thing. We've got a mad lawyer 
here threatening to nail a writ on 
the ship, 1 was afraid this might 


happen when I saw the lifeboat 
arrive, Nevsku will have to sort 
it out” « 

Tanya relayed the message. 

“He wants to talk to you,” she 
Said. 

Vorolokov winced and picked 
up the radio-telephone. 

Rhodes, Albert, and Victoria 
sat on the rocks, close to the 
gleaming lifeboat. Tanya called 
down from the deck of the 
trawler. 

“Captain-Gommander Nevakii 
ask you go over his ship. and 
talk.” 

“Sorry,” Rhodes called back. 
“We are not prepared to leave 
our territory to discuss this. He 
must come to see us here.” He 
turned to Albert. “No matter 
what happens, we've got to stay 
put.” 

The discussion, when Nevskii 
arrived by cutter, was deviously 
legal. The Russian insisted that 
he had every nght to remove his 
country’s property from the 
Island. Rhodes was equally firm 
that it should remain. Victona 
was thrilled to see that her father’s 
argument was not affected by the 
armed guards: who had accom- 
panied the officer. 


Ax length, the 


solicitor walked across to Albert. 

“Are you prepared to sell or 
lease part of the Island?” 

“What's it worth?” 

“Don't worry. You can leave 
it to me. ['ll make the best deal I 
can.” He turned back to the 
Russians. “The owner of this 
country is prepared to lease you 
the damaged half, contaming your 
trawler, for six million roubles,” 

The Russian looked stunned— 
as stunned as Albert, who, 
although he didn’t know how 
much it was, thought it sounded 
a lot. 

_“It's over a million pounds,” 
Victoria whispered, rememberme 
her recent A-level exams. 

The Russians stared hard at 
Rhodes. “I will contact my Gov- 
emment immediately.” 

As Nevskii went off in his 
cutter, obviously very angry, 
Rhodes shed his air of legal 
formality. 

“We're 
exclaimed 


to win,” he 
“The 


going 
jubihantly. 


Russians know they'll have to pay 


in the end, They'll want to sort 
it out before the West starts taking 
am interest.” 


He poured himself a celebratory 
drink from his hip flask, and went 
on: “This isn’t a fishing boat. 
It's a spy ship. It’s probably got 
millions of pounds’ worth of 
equipment on board. The Russians 
know the Yanks would love to get 
their hands on it, so they'll want 
it dismantled and away as quickly 
as possible.” 


He looked at his watch. “I'll go 
back to St. Mary's with the life- 
boat,” he said. “You two stay put. 
And don’t go on the trawler again. 
Sorry, youll have to go hungry 
till I get back. I'll get food and a 
tent, and we'll stick it out here for 
as long as it takes. "ll be back 
this evening. Oh! And we must 
have your deeds. Where are they?” 
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Albert told him they were 
in his suitcase at his digs 
“Stick some clothes mm, I'll 
necd them, anyway, he said 

Rhodes boarded the life- 
boat. Albert called after 
him. “Better tell Mrs, Pen- 
gelly I home for 
supper tonight either.” 

He wondered whether his 
landlady would still charge 
bim for his tw inisseed 
evening meals. He suddenly 
felt guilty for thinking this; 
after all, he was only a few 
hours away from being a 
millionaire. He walked Vie- 
fornia to the western end of 
the Island. From here the 
irawler was hidden hy the 
rise of the plateau. They 
swam and sunbathed aan. 
Now they really did have a 
lor to talk about. 

“What aré you going to 
do with all the money?” she 
asked. 

Albert looked blank, 

“T mean, you could buy 
almost anything. You could 
own two-hundred Rolls- 
Rovees,” 

“Tt's not the money that 
worries me,” Albert told her. 
“It's just that I've never 
thought I'd ever have much.” 

“T think Pil have te teach 
you what you want,” 

“Tl know what [ want,” 
he said, grinning at her. “But 
it looks as though the Rus- 
sian Navy won't let me have 
it.” 


‘ ‘ 
wont De 


Meanwhile, in his cabin, 
Captain-Gommander Nevskii 
sal at his desk, tie wrenched 
loose, collar unbuttoned. He 
starcd down at a chart. The 
small dot, surrounded by a 
ring of contours, that was 
Foul Rock stared back. He 
reached into a drawer and 
pulled out a vacuum flask. 
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Liinscre wine ihe f ay}, he hile 
it with pear frozen vodka 
and flushed «a down his 
thorenat 

His carecr teetered. Now 
he waited only for the cable 
that would relegate him to 
some dark corner of a Naval 
Office in a small port. This 
was the penalty, he knew, 
for losing even an unimpor- 
tant ship of hiy Heet. He 
coukin’t imagine the punish- 
ment for losing the vital 
Daath Aires. : 

He thought of the long 
years smce college. Years 
when he had often sacrificed 
his personal feclings to ad- 
yvanee his position, He had 
never Married. His parents 
were dead, He was an only 
child. His briends Were other 
successful officers. He won- 
dered whether he might have 
to face the future completely 
alone. 

A sharp kneck on the cabin 
door jarred him from ‘his 
thoughts. “Signal officer, 
Sif; 

Captain-Commander Nev- 
skit kicked the chart out of 
sight behind the desk. He 
tucked the vodka flask away. 
By the time he had opened 
the door, his tie was snug 
against its collar, and he was 
once more the elerant fleet 
commander. 

A hardness came into his 
eyes as he saw the smiling 
face of the sienal officer. 
He. snatched the enble and 
ordered the seaman to wait 
outside. He wnfolded the 
signal and read it. 

His shoulders 
His mouth spread 


twitched. 


He did 
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something completely alien 
to his austere stupboard life 
He exploded imto laughter 
He elute hed sit his day heel 
and sagred om to the mat- 
tress. Tears raced down his 
cheeks 

He read again the personal 
congratulations from the 
President of the Soviet Prae- 
sidium, They were prafiuse, 
almost porte, They were 
unique, 

Nevskii stood up, a here 
und a Rear-Admiral. He had 
been promoted for doing the 
impossible He had acquired 
for Kussia a hase of vital 
‘ralegic importance at the 
foot of Britain, and guard. 
ing the entrance to the 
Adantic Ocean, the English 
Channel, the Irish Sea, and 
the Bay of Biscay. Foul Rack 
was worth it Tsar s trast, 


Albert and Victoria stood 
on the north sitle of the 
Islanel, helping Rhodes un- 
load his supplies, His re- 
turn from the mainland was 
like a carnival, and the Rus- 
sian’ fishermen standing on 
the wawler watched in- 
trigned, 

He arrived ur a ski-hoat 
loaded almost to danger 
point, With him was his 
chief clerk, Gollins, dressed 
impeccably in black jacket 
and striped trousers and a 
pearl-erey tie that caughi the 
sunlight. The solicitor him- 
sclt looked as though he was 
off for a day's shark-fishing, 
He wore white waders, yel- 
low oilskin, and a blue-and- 
red cycling cap, 
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audience, he and Collins be- 
gan erecting a large orange 
frame tent. This they man- 
aged expertly, clippmg in 
four “bedrooms,” two on 
either side of the centre area, 
Then they returned to their 
supplies piled on the beach. 

Albert helped them carry 
stack after stack of law books 
and box files. Then folding 
tables, cooking stoves, pots, 
water tanks, and lanterns. 
He wondered where the food 
was. 

“What's wrong?” Rhodes 
asked in sudden concern. 

“I was wondering where 
the grub is. We haven't eaten 
all day,” 

The solicitor pointed at a 
small packing case between 


two large crates of gin. 


Collins behaved as thouvh 
he had worked all his life 
in a bright orange tent on a 
rocky islet. He tied a brags 
nameplate to a piece of drift- 
wood wedged into a crevice 
in the rock outside the tent 
Jas. Rohe re] rs, LL. B. 
Lon., Solicitor, Commissioner 
for Oaths.” 

Victoria found herself in 

the kitchen. She was surpris- 
ingly competent, and. within 
o few minutes had set up a 
two-burmer gas stove behind 
the tent. 
_ The crackling sound of fry- 
ing steak and onions was 
drowned by a wild thrashing 
noise, A helicopter, flying at 
little more than sea level. 
slashed through the ait over 
the Island and hovered Ove, 
the Ayal. It hung there, and 
they watched a small fipure 
lower itself on to the cles ke cf 
the Russian ship. 

“LY you think they’ve called 
in the top brass, sir?” Collins 
asked. Rhodes shrugged 

The sky was now almost 


http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4930105 


purple, Rhodes lit a gas Jan- 
tern and he and Calling sat 
together in their office, riff- 
ling through papers from the 
files, consulting their books, 
and sipping pin. 

Albert collected the 
cushions from the speedboat 
and he and Victoria sat out- 
side the tent, watching the 
winking lights of the Russian 
fleet. From the stranded 
trawler, fifty yards away, 
they could hear a halalaiks. 
It was sad and melancholy, 

Occasionally, the clatter of 
feet on steel ladders drum- 
med across from the ship, but 
they could see no movement. 


A T fast, tired, 


Victoria and Albert went into 
the tent. She gave Albert's 
hand a squeeze, kissed her 
father, and disappeared into 
one of the sleeping compart- 
ments. Albert hesitated for a 
second, then chose the one 
next to her, 

He was 
morning by 
ing him. 

“Breakfast is ready. I've 
been up for over an hour,” 
she said, 

Much of that time had 
been spent on personal 
grooming. Her father had 
brought her make-up case 
ever from St. Mary's, and 
she had made full use of it. 
She was wearing a sleeve. 
less dress that Albert fele 
was more suitable for a cock- 
tail party than camping. 

“Daddy thinks the Rus. 
sians will be over in a few 
minutes. You'd better get 
dressed.” 

Albert sorted through his 
suitcase. Rhodes and Col- 


next 


shak- 


wakened 
Victoria 






































































lins sat together under the 
sun awning at the front of 
the tent drinking breakfast 
when he joined them, freshly 
washed and in clean shor 
and shirt. 

“Gin or cornflakes?” asked 
Rhodes. 

Albert chose cornflakes 
The sun was already high 
over the island. Toward the 


north the view from the 
tent was almost Mediter- 
ranean. To the east i 


looked like a Clydesude dock- 
yard, To the south-west, 
where the Russian fleet was 
moored, like the Spithtad 
Review. 

Later, as ‘Albert crouched 
by the sea, scouring the fry- 
ing pan with a handful of 
grit and seaweed, he srw 
Tanya approaching, 

Her uniform was freshly 
pressed, her hair drawn ba 
tightly behind her cate 
Black stockings and flat 
hecled shoes. Albert thought 
she seemed as: much out of 
place on an island as Vie 
toria, Even so, she was attrac- 
tive. Albert wondered how 
the two girls would look if 
they exchanged clothes. 

“"Ello,” she said. She 
wasn't sure whether she 
should have said “Goot 
morging’ or “Goot mom 
den." 

Albert's answer increased 
her confusion, “ "Morning; 
he said, 

"A grand camping horse 
you have here, I sce,” she 
suid, pointing at the tent 

Albert was startled. Then 
realised she meant “hous. 
He smiied at her, She spas* 
sofily. 

“Captain Vorolokovwsay4 he 
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wish speaking to 


you s00M, 
He and the other officers 
march to the camping horse 


goeether in one hour.” 
Albert invited her to stay 


for coffee. 
“Thank you, 
Vorolokov said 
quickly give 
and disappear. 


Albert bit his lip. 


no. Captain 


I must 


you massage 


She 


timed and crunched her way 
over the pebbles toward the 


trawler. 


"Do you fancy her?” 
toria Was standing by 


Vie- 
the 


kitchen-opening of the tent. 


"T was listening. 


If she 


touches you, Ill massage her 


— with a rock.” 


Albert climbed up to the 


tent and poked his head 
into the office. “The Rus- 
sane will be here in an 


hour,” he said. 


“We're ready for therm,” 


came the reply. 


“Come m 


and we'll tell you what we 
think it’s best to do.” 
There was a. clink of glass 


as Rhodes poured his 
elevenses. 
“We've got to start this 


off in a businesslike way. As 


there's so much moncy 


volved, I'd like you to sign 
this agreement. It authorises 


me to act for you in 
Tt also guarantees 


matter, 
me five percent. 
less than my 
centage, 


normal 
But both Collins 


this 


This ts 
per- 


and myself feel it’s sufficient 


for the work 


involved.” 


Albert studied the docu- 


ment: It seemed 


straight- 


forward. He signed. 


ihe Per 
Now, 


said Rhodes, “I 


igeest we try to lease, not 
fell, part of the island to the 
Russians. They're only inter- 
ested in keeping people away 


from that trawler. 





We'll tcll 
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them they can't have it for 
less than ninety-nine years.” 

“PI leave it completely in 
your hands, Mr. Rhodes.” 

“Fine.” 

Soon the Ayat's cutter 
reached the island, at a point 
where Vorolokoy ates wiait- 
ing. Newskii and a fresh-faced 
young man in a neat, brown 
suit, carrying a briefrase, 
climbed ashore. 

“Are you Fong 
me?” Albert asked, 

#Nuo, 


to need 


only for a signature 
on me lease. But don't go 
far: Fil call you in when I 
want you. Victoria, U'd like 
you to keep making us lors 
of coffee.” 

The visitors were met by 

Collins, who, very formally, 
led them to Rhodes, seated 
behind his desk. He stood 
up and shook hands with the 
three men. 


Nevskil introduced the 
stranger. “This is Comrade 
GGregore Lazarev, from our 


Embassy in Paris.” 

Albert sat in the shade at 
the back of the tent, away 
from the heat of the gas 
stove. Victoria ran a shuttle- 
service of coffee cups between 
the kitchen and the confer- 
ence. 


“Wow they’ re drinking gin 
in there,” she told him two 
Bey later. From where he 

Albert could hear noth- 
ae af the negotiations going 
an inside, But from beneath 
the flap wisps of cigar smoke 
leaked out. 

Finally, with a flourish. 
the kitchen fap was pulled 
back and Collings poked his 
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Inside, the air was «0 
loaded with smoke that 
Albert had difficulty keeping 
his eyes open. Rhodes asked 
him to sign the contract lyine 
on the Albert cauehet 
an oalmest imperceptible 
wink, He noticed that for the 
first time Rhodes was not 
wearing hic wig. He was 
using-ait to cust cigar ash off 
his desk. Albert took the pen 
and si¢ned. 


tai hile. 


“Excellent, gentlemen,” 
said Rhodes, He passed the 
hewly signed document across 
to Iazarev. The Russian 
opened his briefease and 
pulled out a wad af blue 
papers. He sorted through 


them and selected one. 


“Please type the gentle- 
man’s name here,” he said 
to Collins, Then he took 1 


back, examined it carefully, 
and handed it to Albert. 

“Yours,” he. said with a 
smile. Wie will cable Our 
Swiss bank immediately. The 
money will be transferred to 
an account for you tomor- 
row." 

Lazarevy bowed to Victoria, 
shook hands with the three 
men, and walked out of the 


tent. The two others said 
farewell and left, 

For thirty yards the 
Russians walked, slowly, 


without exchanging a word. 
Then Nevskii nudged Voro- 
lokov in the ribs and play- 
fully pune hed Lazarey on the 
shoulder. “Our new colony. 
Easy as falling overboard,” 
the new Admiral said. 
There were suppressed 


“You're on, he 
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chuckles. lhe three men 
linked atms and, gleefully 
humming the “Internation- 
ale,” strode briskly toward 
the cutter, and the already- 
planned celebration aboard 
the Ayer, 

Albert was still looking at 
the piece of blue paper an 
mis hand. It was in French. 

“What does i mean,” he 
asked, 

“Tt mearis, my boy, you're 
a millionaire. One ane a hall 
times over. Let me. be the 
first to congratulate you. 
Have. a ain.” 

Victoria hugred Albert: 
She decided she loved mil- 
lionaires, Albert was dazed. 

Thev had lunch, then 
Rhodes and Collins met the 
Russian survey party to mark 
the dividing line across the 


Island. Albert and Victoria 
watched as a broad white 
stripe was painted from 


waters edge to water's edge 
the width of Foul Rock: 


In London, §,W.1, a dred 
and harassed ‘senior British 
decoding officer telephoned 
the Prime Minister 

“Priority, sir, the Russians 
are buying an island in the 
Channel.” 

There was a long silence 
Then: “Would you mind 
repeating that?" 

“The Russians, sir, are 
buying an island. Just off 
the Scillies.” 

“My goodness!" said the 
PM. “I'm supposed in start 
my holiday there next week. 
(rot any details?" 

“They're sketchy. All we 
know is that it's a privately 
owned island, outside terri- 
torial waters: We've 
claimed tt. There are Russian 
warships all round it,” 
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“send im the Home Fleet,” 
ordered the PM. Then, 
“What d'you mean she’s 
booked for Sunday?" 

There was another pause. 

“Philip who? I doen't care 


i he is the ‘admiral's 
nephew Whose hus- 
bane?” 

There was a third, briefer, 
pause, 

“Oh, him!" grumbled the 
PM. He slammed down the 


receiver, 


A RED tele. 


phone standing beside the 
Hot Line teleprinter on his 
right bugzed aggressively, He 
picked it up, An American 


voice boomed across three 
thausand- miles: “Well, have 
you stopped it?” 

“T don't think we can. 


But TU try after lunch.” 

“That'll be too Jate,” the 
voice screamed. There -was 
a pause, then, “How's your 
good lady?” 

The PM heard the click 
of the receiver being replaced 
at the White House. 

“Very well, thanks,” he 
snarled inte the dead imstru- 
ment. 


The sound of a distant 
helicopter awakened Albert 
at four o'clock next morm- 
ing. It grew louder. 

“Who's coming now?" he 
wondered. “Trying to sleep 
here is like kipping ina fais 
ground.” 

Che noise swelled. A lighe 
flashed across the tent roof. 
In panic Albert thought the 
aircraft wag foing to crash 
on top of them, He slid out 
ol the sleeping olf tus 
camp bed, and dashed qut- 


sich 


bag, 
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With a squelch trom its 
rubber floats, the helicopter 
dropped on to the plateau, 
only thirty yards away, its 


searchlight cutting through 


the darkness, The engine 


died, 

someone took hold of 
Albert's arm. He jumped. 

“Who is it?” asked Vic. 
bora, 

“It's me,” he said. 

~T meant out there, you 


idiot,” 
Rhodes and Callins stood 
beside them in their 


pyjamas, The searchlight was 
aimed past them, to the side 
of the tent. A tall, camou- 
Haged combat suit loped into 
the saucer of light. It was 
carrying a valise under one 
arm. A quickdraw holster 
was strapped cowboy-style 
low on one thigh. On the 
left breast of the jacket was 
a larpe label, “Polyanski,” 

“Who's Quinlan?” asked 
the figure 

The demand was so mili- 
tary that Albert almost leapt 
to attention. “Tit’s me,” 


Collins sparked the gas 
lantern into life inside the 
tent and Rhodes Jed the 


way in. The tall figure 
stooped to get through the 
doorway. He was at least 
six foot six. He unstrapped 
his helmet and tossed it into 
a COMET. 

“Guess 
come 


you know what 
about.” 

“You want to back out of 
the deal?” queried Albert, 
nervously cyeing the label on 
the jacket and mentally 
watching ao million of so 
winged pound notes flutter- 


I've 


ing away, 
“Deal?” 
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“Who are you?” asked 
Rhodes, 

“Serry, fellas, Nathan 
Polyanski, General, U.5. 


Marine Corp, attached to 
the Sixth Fleet.” 

“J thought you were Rus- 
sian,” said Albert. “Y'know. 
The name.” 

Rhodes spoke; “If you've 
come about the Russians, [m 
afraid you're too late 
We've already signed a con- 
tract with them. They've 
got half of the island, and 
there's 

The General mterrupted., 
“We know about that, It's 
this part we want. I'll make 
the deal here and now 
What's your price?” 

Rhodes looked at Albert 
and back at the General. 

“Why do you want ir?" 

General Polyanski eased 
himself on to one of the 
canvas chairs. It was so low 
thar his long lews doubled up 
like a grasshopper's. 

“We've monitored all the 
Russian signals. You've been 
tricked. You may think the 
Ruskies want to get their 
béat off the island. But they 
don't. They want this place 
as a listening post. | guess 
you couldn't know how 
important Foul Rock ts to 
them. That's why we've got 
to have the other half of the 
Island. Somehow or other 
we wanna plug ther ears 
with @ jamming! station, 
We'll pay you the same 
amount as the Russians. 
Dollars, of course, We'd like 
immediate possesstan.” 

“How immediate?” 
Rhodes. 

“Like now.” 

There was a cough from 
Collins. “TI believe we can 
use the jease I was preparing 
for your cottage on the main- 


land, Mr. Rhodes. It's a little 


asked 


irregular, but we can make 


alterations and  “7t'll he 
quicker than drawing up 
fresh documents. 

He found the lease in one 
of the files. The necessary 
alterations Were made and a 
few formalities disposed of 
speedily, 

Finally, Albert signed and 
doubled his wealth, 

The Greneral looked at his 
watch and stood up. “Gat to 
get back to the fleet. We'll 
have our men here soon,” he 
said briskly. “Bern great do- 
ing business with you. May- 
be I can get a few days’ 
fishing here later.” 

Collins opened the door of 
the tent to let out the visitor. 
He gasped. “Look!” He 
pointed toward the 
castern end of the Island. 

In the thin light of the 
dawn, they saw the barrier. 
It stretched across the Rock. 
A Berlin Wall, cight feet 
high, lt consisted of coils of 
barbed wire, supported on 
pyramids of pomted steel 
stakes, Midway along was a 
high gate of barbed wire, 
Behind it stood a newly built 
tower fifteen feet high. On 
the platform at the top a 
man was sitting — behind a 
machine-gun, Above him 
hung a scarchlicht. 

At the gate stood a dark 
figure, cradling a machine- 
pistol. He held a guard dow 


ac ross 


on a short chain leash 


“What did you expect?" 
asked .the General. 

They stepped outside the 
tent. A small group of Rouse 
siawis watched from the deck 
of tne Dmithn Kirov as the 
helicopter took off and dis 
ap poared 


“Th come here for a holi- 
day, | make three miullion 
quid, and | can’ get a decent 
mchts sleep.” Albert told 
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Victoria. “We'd wet more 
peace In & saw mull,” 
There was no point in 
going back to bed. Albert 
and Victoria stood and 
watched the Russians behind 


the wire. They waved to 
Vorolokov on the deck of 
the trawler. He pretended 
not to see them, 


They. strolled over to the 
wire fence. The dog pulled 
at its lead. The Russian on 
the watch-tower sat rigid 
behind his machine-gun. Ihe 
euard with the dog hefted 
his pistol, The atmosphere 
was too uncomfortable. They 
walked back to the tent. 

“They're ruining our 
lovely Island,” said. Victoria, 
“Do you think there's gomg 
to be trouble when the 
Americans arrive?” 

"We'll soon know,” replied 
Albert. “Look out there.” 

He pointed to the west, 
Black against the skyline was 
a war Heet: cruisers, destroy- 
it wo aircralt-carriers. 
Between the Island and the 
fleet were smaller ships. 
They were racing: so fast 
that even though they were 
sill far away white waves 
could he seen breaking from 
ther bows, 

“Let's. get hack to the 
others.” 

The four of them stood 
together on the plateau, 
watching the ships speeding 
toward them.- Above was 4 
helicopter — larger than any 
they had seen before, With 
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two huge rotors, one at either 
end, it shepherded the veasels: 

The sight was frightening. 
As the ships drew nearer, a 
landing craft broke away 
from them. The helicopter 
whirled ahead and stationed 
itself on the approach to the 
Island. Its doors opened. 
Inside, crouching hi bikes 
figures held carbines. There 
was a huge white star on the 
fuselage abowe the words 
“U.S. Marine Corps.” 

As it reached the shallows: 
the bow door of the landing 
craft dropped. Rows of grim- 
faced figures knelt — helmet- 
ed, clutching automatic 
rifles, Albert could see a 
grenade held in the hands 
of the leader. With a crash 
the boat hit the rocks and 
shovelled into a small hay, 

The boyish marine hieuten- 
ant holding the grenade 
glanced back over his shoul- 
der. It was his great moment. 
He waved the men to follow 
him. 

“Charge!” he screamed. 

The American assault 
troops ieapt on to the beach 
and hit the pebbles at a mun. 
The leaders jumped for the 
protection of the first row of 
rocks below the startled 
Britons. As they menaced the 
ground ahead with their 
weapons, the second wave of 
men surged forward. 

“Charge!” 

The Americans leapt from 
cover to cover until they 


were lewel with the 
tent. 

“Mormin’, Ma’am," called 
the young Lieutenant to Vic- 
tora ag he ran past mn the 
direction of the Russtans. He 
was still holding the grenade. 

“Spread out and hit the 
dirt,” he yelled. The landing 
party fanned «across the 
Island and dived for what- 
ever shelter they could find. 
Their rifles pointed ahead at 
the two Russian seamen, who 
stared, disbelievingly, 

“Dig in.” 

There was a clang as 
fifteen shovels but hard rock 
at the same time. “He must 
be kiddin’.” drawled a voice. 

The helicopter had swung 
awily. 

“Radio,” shouted a red- 
faced Major who knelt near 
the tent. A heavily loaded 
figure with a long aerial 
sprouting from the box on 
its back wrigeled across the 
plateau on its stomach until 
it reached the officer, 

“Call ‘em in,” ordered the 


Major. 
\ V; THIN 


moments, the supply fleet, 
which had been circling a 
few hundred yards off the 
Island, turned and headed in 
until the boats were lined, 
side by side, bows to the 
rocks: More of the camou- 
flaged figures jumped ashore 
and formed human chains, 
passing dozens of boxes until 


orange 


they were piled high all 
along the rocks, 
A team from one of the 


boats brought in large pieces 
of what looked like a cannon 
and began building it on the 
fat piece of rock immedi- 
ately in front of the gate to 
the Russian sector. 

The Russian fishermen 
sood stupehed. The two 
guards were joined by the 
remainder of the trawter’s 
crew and the scientists. They 
lined the fence and watched 
the landing m astonishment. 

The mysterious “cannon” 
was slowly taking shape. It 
seemed to consist of a series 
of large - diameter pipes, 
fastened tegether ihto one 
square section. At last, a 
number of long boxes were 
opened, and finned pro- 
jectiles were fed down in'o 
the tubes in its main section. 


“A rocket launcher,” 
gasped Albert. 
The engineers who had 


built the battery called over . 


the red-faced officer, With 
exaggerated ceremony he 
ranged the weapon on to its 
target same forty yards away 

. the Dmuitrr Kirov: 

While i owas being 
assembled, the scene on the 
American sector of the Island 
was like a disturbed anihill, 
Figures hurried in all direc- 
tions as they went about their 
mysterious jobs. 

Sections of shect plastic, 
tarpaulin, canvas, coils of 
rope, long baulks of timber 
were rushed about. The four 
Britons accasionally recog- 
nised familiar shapes . . 
doors, windowlrames, chemi- 
cal toilets, chairs, a piann. 

As they watched, a par- 
rison town erew ott the rocky 
ground. Their orange tent 
became the cormer-stone for 
rows of pup tenis forming 
two sides of a barracks 
square on the plateau, 

Prefabricated buildings 
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were assembled. Smoke 
already drifting from a 
wigwam - shaped structure 


identified it as the cookhouse, 

A dozen cameras clicked as 
the trawlermen chronicled 
the scene. Their watch-tower 
bent sidtways as cager figures 
climbed up the ladder to the 
already-crowded platform to 
view the panorama. Vorolo- 
kov sat on the edge of the 
Dmitri Kirov's bow, swinging 
his legs and smoking. Tanya 
stood at his shoulder. 

The landing-craft pulled 
away. The red-faced Amert- 
can Major stood beneath the 
Hagpole erected in the centre 
of the plateau, The assault 
section, still lay ‘motionless 
close to the Russian barrier. 


"Fall in,” he shouted. 


There was a scramble as 
the Marines got to their feet 
and doubled to the square 
around ‘the flagpole. 

The young lieutenant, who 
had bravely led the “attack,” 


enapped ioeme toe saluted 
the Major. He opened fil 
combat jacket aid aan 
the Stars and Stripes, which 
he'd wrapped round his 
skeletal figure. 

He clipped them to the 
halyard and waited for the 
Major's order. 

“Field Music, Bugler,” 4, 
Major called, a 

A Marine took two 
and pulled a bugle ly his 
pack. With a flourish, hp 
swung it ta his lips. Across 
the Island the harsh military 
notes. chipped the air, The 
flag was hoisted, 

To the simple Russian 
fishermen, 1 was an ¢inm 
tional moment. From behind 
the wire barrier came gp 
involuntary cheer, Tangy 
clapped. The Americans had 
arrived, 


To be continued 
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WHEN he inherited Foul Rock, ome of the- 


Seailly Islamds, from his uncle, ALBERT 
QUINLAN was at i dismayed to find that his 
inheritamee wos only a small stretch of arid, 
fecky: around: 


rudely 
into the island im a fog and was stranded there. 
The ship, the Dmitri Kirov, was ostensibly o 
VOROLOEOV, whose fishermen crew included 
MISCHA, the bosan; his ocphew, VASHLI: 
BORIS, the cook; dog-loyver LEV with his mute 
alsation RASPUTIN; and young Cossack ICOR. 
Actually it was a spy ship carrying highly tech- 
Bical srmamenis and other devices in charge of 
PROFESSOR USHAEOV and two other scientists; 
with pretty young TANYA SUVOROVA as radia 


Seizing o golden opportunity, Rhodes, on 
Albert's behalf, insists that the Russians must pay 
heavy compensation before they can remove any 
equipment from the disabled ship. 

ir supreme command, delighted ot tha 
chance of obtaining a base that commands the 
English Channel and the Atlantic Occan, 
authorises payment to Albert of over o million 
pounds for a ninety-nine year lease of the half 
of the island containing the Dmitri Kirov. 

Promptly an American representative buys the 
other half for the same sam. American Marines 
eccupy it and Foul Hock is converted into two 
armed enrampments, separated by a “Berlin 
Wall” erected by the Russians. 

Albert, bewildered by his sudden fortune, 
occupies an claboratc, sub-divided orange tent on 
the highest part of the island, sharing it with 
Rhodes, his clerk, COLLINS, and Victoria. NOW 
READ ON: 
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Second amusing instalment of our three-part serial By DAVID FORREST 


“Drop a! eried Vorolokov, 
as Boris struggled vainly 
to draw his hand out from 
inside the frozen turkey. 


HE. Foul Rock crisis jolted the world’s Press. It was 
the day after the American landing, The teletype 
machine at the London “Daily Expréss” stuttered, and 
stopped in the middie of a sentence. The bell signalled 
an important message. It hammered back to life. 

Tt was midnight. A taperoom messenger shoved his well- 
fingered “Lady Chatterley” into his pocket and tore the 
paper from the teleprinter. He carried it to a telephone- 
desk, where the night foreign editor sat. The NFE rushed 
it to the might editor. 

“Good one from New York. Russians and Americans 
have each got half an island off the Scillies. Russens 
accusmg the Yanks m the United Nations of aggression, 
I'll ask New York for more” 

The “Express” immediately front-paged its new crusade 
Tt called for a referendum of the Island's inhabitants, Let 
them choose, it shouted, by free vote whether they want 
British, Russian, or American rule. As usual, it called on 
the British Prime Minister to resign. 

The reactions of other London newspapers were also 
charactenstic. 

The “Daily Mail" launched a win-a-car competition, 
asking ¢ntrants to place, in order of preference, ten most 
unlikely items it said would be essential for life on am 
island. 

The “Sun,” in an editorial backing the housewives" 
plight, slammed the American occupation of Foul Rock, 
for the effect it woula have on tne cost of living in the 
U.S. half. 

The “Sketch” headlines read: “They're protectmg an 
island like this.” The entire front page, below the type, 
was a photograph of a bikmi-clad girl sitting om 2 rock. 

The “Daily Mirror” banner declared: Missile threat to 
Island's wildlife. 

The “Telegraph” dug into its files and produced the 
report of an ornithologist who visited the Island im 1/889, 
It published the fact that marsh gas creeped through the 
rocks, “Mincral bonanza,” reasoned the newspaper. 

“The Times” filled its inside pages with interpretive 
assessments by its various experts. It also carried other 
news that morning. But not very much, 

“The Guardian,” on the other hand, just published 
other news. They'd make up for at the followimg day. 

The newspapers went to ‘war. 

By | a.m. the beagles of Fleet Street, the foreign news- 
men, and television and radio teams were on their way. 
Telephones rang im late-night restaurants, homes, and the 
Press Club. Halves of biteer, gins and tonic, wives and 
girlfriends were abandoned. Reporters, on and off duty, 
were dragged back, some happy, some protesting, to their 
offices. They were briefed, and dispatched. 

Now, for everyone, the target was — he first there, and 
get the news back. Half an hour after the alert, there 
were no charter planes available south of Manchester. 

Bie money changed ownership. Photographers, pregnant 
with camera-gear, lumbered into aircraft. Reporters who 
had broken off their story-swopping m the Press Club, 
resumed it at the airport and railway-station buffets, Police 
patrol cars had a busy time pursuing fast cars speeding 
westward. 

By dawn; most of the journalists were m Cornwall. 
Some had arrived from France, Belgium, Holland, and 
Germany. It was like market day in Penzance. The 
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helicopter service to sit. 
Mary’s in the Scillies had 
already been doubled and 
the first machine Ieft at 


dawn. 


Fishing boats, loaded with 
and cameramen, 


hungry, and now sea sick, 
they heaved their way to 
ward Foul Rock. 

It was raining, miserable, 
and windy. As the boats left 


| the shelter of the Cornish 


coast, they were hit by a 


| squall. They dipped and 


corkscrewed into a south- 


westerly. 

The passengers flipped 
coins for spare oilskins and 
for the shelter of the smelly 
for'ard cabins. Many of those 


whose stomachs survived the 


| waves couldn't withstand the 
| smell of fish, sweat, and 


diesel furnes. 
The Cornish fishermen in 
the wheelhouse laughed. 


| They chewed on their pipes 


amd swigged at bottles of 
brown ale. By their stan- 
dards, this was mild weather. 

The first journalists 
reached Foul Rock at 9 am. 


| They were French, a team 


from “Paris-Match.” on 
board a large offshore racing 
launch, straight from. Cher- 
bourg. The powerboat 
arrived unnoticed and drop- 
ped anchor, A rubber 
dinghy was lowered over the 
side, and poled to the rocks. 
The first of the journalists 
stepped on to the Island. 

“Halt, stand-where-you- 
are.” The Marine guard 
whirled into a fighting 
crouch, his carbine at his 
hip. He spat out his chew- 
ing gum. “What d'ya want?” 

“We'd like to speak to the 
Commandant. We're from 
‘Paris-Match.’ " 

The Marine wrenched at 
his lanyard and produced a 
whistle. He blew three short 
blasts. The mess emptied as 
men ran to their posts. 

The visitors weren't made 
welcome. The Marine com- 
: red-faced Major 
Corrigan, grudgingly spoke 


to them. He said “no com- 


| ment.” He didn’t object to 
| photographs. No, he wouldn't 


pose with a Russian guard, 
nor on his own. 

The Marines went back to 
their mess, leaving the five 
Frenchmen standing on the 
shore in the rain. [hey tried 


|a similar approach to the 
| Russians at the gate, but 


were ignored. 

The cameramen phote- 
graphed all they could sce 
on the Island. They were 
feloadme when they spotted 
the half-dressed Victoria 
standing at the door of the 
orange tent. Within seconds 
the tent was swarming with 
Frenchmen. 

The flotilla of Press then 
hit Foul Rock, The guard's 
whistle shrilled again as the 
boats appeared through the 
drizzie. 

The Russians reacted 
firmly. Storm-clad armed 
guards slid down the rope 
ladder from the trawler and 
stationed themselves on the 
rocks. There was a loud bang, 
and a red flare hung above 
the trawler, The robot tones 
of 2 lewdhailer reached the 
journalists over the sounds of 
their boats’ engines. 

“Attention. Keep away. 
Keep away. You cannot land 
here. You are in Soviet terri- 


torial waters. Move out.” 


The Cockney voice of a 
cameraman shouted an 
obscene reply. There was 


} loud, coarse Laughter. 


Obediently, however, the 
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CONTINUED 


boats turned to the American 
end of the island. They 
nudged each other for moor- 
ings, Cautious fishermen were 
bribed into getting their boats 
closer. There was a scramble 
to get ashore. 

The next few minutes were 
profitable for the German 
and Japanese camera indus- 
tries. In the scuffle, a camera- 
man slipped on wet fish scales 
in one of the boats and 
pitched face forward on to 
the rocks. The Iens was 
punched into his camera's 
body. 

A journalist jumped from 
boat to boat to reach shore. 
He clutched at a camera- 
festooned photographer. Both 
men disappeared into the 
sea. They were gaffed back 
on board by the skilled crew 
of a shark-fishing boat. 

A television cameraman, 
hand-helding a £1,/00 
camera, leapt ashore, tripped 
over a mooring rope, and 
took three uncontrolled strides 
up the rocks. The camera 
tore itself from the battery 
lead, trajected fifteen feet 
into the air, and landed with 
a crash. 

Boats. continued to arrive. 
It was still raining. 

“Collins, hide the gin.” 
Rhodes sat inside the tent 
door, watching the advancing 
Pressinen. 

The “Paris-Match” crew 
were photographing Victoria 
and Albert against the back- 
ground of the trawler, Sud- 
denly, they were avalanched 
by shoving, elbowing, shutter- 
clicking nvals. Albert found 
lumself behind the mass. 

“A bit more leg, love.” 

“Take a deep breath.” 

“Look up.” 

“Stretch.” 

“Say ‘moon,’ Te 


People were almost falling 
off the edge of the island, 
and more were arriving every 
minute. Newsmen milled 
against the barbed wire as 
they tried to interview the 
Russians. The Soviet seamen 
were petting jittery. 

Major Corrigan tried to 
find his Licutenant in the 
crowd. [¢ was impossible. He 
couldn't even find a Marine 
to ask him to find the Lien- 
tenant. He tried shouting. He 
was ignored, He tried push- 
ing, but there were too many 
—and they pushed hack. 

The journalists hadn't 
eaten of drunk for several 
hours. Then someone found 
the drink machines. <A 
black-market rapidly devel- 


oped in American dimes. 


But the evacuation of the 
journalists was even quicker 
than their arrival, It wes 
ingtantancous. Two minutes 
after the exodus » only 
the lame and the sick were 
left, crawling in the direction 
of their boats. Scars of 
foamed water radiated from 
the Island like the spokes of 
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a wheel, as the journalists 
raced to gét their stories back. 
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The Prime Minister stood 
by the window of his office 
in Dawning Street, irymg out 
his new electric razor. He was 
shaving one of the cactus 
plants in the tray on the sill. 
He didn’t hear the red tele- 
phone buzz. 

He blew the cactus bristles 
out of the razor and exam- 
ined his morming’s work. 
Eleven green sausages stood 
nude in the dry sand. 

The telephone rang again. 
This time he picked it up. 

“Washington,” a voice said. 

“Pome Minister here.” 

“Like you to keep your 
newsmen off the Island. 
Strict news embargo. We're 
trying to de-escalate. Pollmeg 
out the fleet today. The 
Russians are doing the same.” 

“Be a pleasure to help.” 

There was an agomnised 
gasp. “Please don't help—yust 
stay, out of it.” 

The Prime Minister tensed 
himself for the inevitable 
question about his wife's well- 
being. It didn't come. The 
White House phone was 
already down. 


Victona was having the 
tome of ber hfe. She was 
constantly surrounded by a 
retinue of Marines. They were 
her slaves. She was not 


allowed to do anything for 


herself, or for anyone else. 

Zeke, the Marine's Ken- 
tucky chef, watched her with 
big-brother interest. He for- 
bade her to cook. 

“Ain't no need. Four 
extras no difference to me.” 

He was her tector. It 
took the young Marines only 
a few days to find that the 
degree of their friendship 
with Victoria governed the 
sme of their meals. If they 
stepped beyond Zeke’s very 
rigid limits, their food por- 
tions shrank. His method 
never failed. A man can 
starve for so long. 

Albert was frantic. He 
knew Victoria was as eager 
for him as ever. She wanted 
to be alone with him. But in 
the daytime, eyes followed 
them everywhere. In the eve- 
ning, mg ttgeed owners did the 
trailing, In tent, there was 
Rhodes, Collins —and the 
canvas wall. Albert's sleep 
was rumed by nightmares. 

Meanwhile, another indi- 
a well pleased with the 
whole set-up was Rasputin, 
Lev's mute alsatian, Actually, 
the laziest and friendliest of 
dogs, Rasputin now had 
dual nationality. 

As the days he got 
fatter. He'd learnt the meal 
timetable on both sides of the 
wire. Now that his true harm- 
lessness was recognised, he 
was no longer regarded as a 
watchdog. He had the free- 
dom of the Island. 


His day began with a bis- 
FOR THE CHILDREN 
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cuit with WVorolokov, then 
breakfast with the Russan 
crew. This was followed by 
ketchup and comfiakes in the 
American sector. Mid-morn- 
ing would find him back on 
the trawler, where he mew 
Boris would be clearing the 
galley scraps. An hour later, 
he would heip Zeke sort the 
American cookhouse garbage. 

This usually took him until 
lunch began on the Dmitni 
Kirev. He would sleep for 
an hour in the sun on the 
rocks below the trawler, and 
would wake refreshed and 
hungry for the utbits now 
available im the American 
TCS. 

His afternoon was divided 
between the two cooks, Zcke 
and Boris. By six in the eve- 
ning, he was so crammed he 


effort. His only exercise was 
his walk from one meal to 
another. 

The Americans also were 
now enjoying the Island. It 
was obvious they'd have no 
trouble from the Ruessian sea- 
men. The Marines knew the 
Russians’ crash - damaged 
equipment was still mopera- 
tive, and would remain 
unworkable for the time 
bemg. 


Crean 's orders 


were to hold the Island and 
establish a base. In the mean- 
time, discipline was slightly 
relaxed. Parades and arms- 
drills were minimal. There 
were still guard duties, but 
the men carricd batons 
instead of rifles. 

The only tension, now, 
came from the loudspeaker 
which Major Corrigan set up 
near the wire. It wasn't bus 
idea, and it annoyed him as 
much as it deafened the 
Russians. For an hour every 
morming and afternoon, it 
blared out tape-recorded 
propaganda in “Russian.” 

None of the Marmes could 
understand a word. To the 
Russians, the loudspeaker was 
just noise. Someone k on 
the U.S. Fleet had blundered. 
The tapes were in Albanian, 
hus Russians commtoet 
bolting a speaker on 
of the trawler. This was 
switched on at the same time 
as the U.S. speaker. To the 
Americans, the Russians’ 


casting Corporation’s cricket 
commentaries. 

For an hour m the morn- 
ing, and an hour im the cve- 
ning, everyone had headaches. 

Corrigan’s men had so 
much time on their hands 
that every item of their 
equipment was kept im text- 
book order. Footdrill waz out 
of the question: they couldn't 
march over the rough rocks. 
Corrigan thought of ways of 
keepirg them occupied. 

He arranged a shooting 


match, The men unenthusi- 


ly THM 





astically took part. They | 


knew that Zeke would win. 
He tried unarmed combat, 
The men were just as dis 
interested. ‘There wasn't much 
fun in being smashed against 
rocks by Joe Suki, the Navy 


Swimming was the most 
popular contest. Corrigan 


allowed Victoria and Albert 
to compete. The Marines 


usually jet her win, but there 


was always a scramble for 


second place, as the man got 


a consolation kiss, Albert, a 
Swimmer,  inVvaria 


. variably 
ound himself bemmed in by 


three or four water-polo 
playing Grunts. He never 
finished higher than fourth. 

In 


keeping his seamen occupied. 


All t wanted to do was to 
fish. Russian Navy 


didn't provide fishing pear 


because it never expected the 
Dmitn Kirov to be used 
for that purpose. So the men 
made thei 


their own. 
forged hooks and 
filched nylon lines from 


loons. Bronze brazing rods 
were converted imto lobster 
pots, which they lad off the 
rocks. 


Now a date vitally impor- 
tant for beth halves of the 
Island was approaching, 
July 4 was near and Corn- 
gan bad been notified by 
radio that supplies to meclude 
special Independence Day 
food would be dropped on 
the Island. 

July 
lokov's 


barbecue. 


Laget 
she had knitted him. 

It was July Ist. Albert and 
Victoria had been on the 
Island for three weeks. They 
weren't allowed off it. They 
couldn't even visit neighbor- 
about the cinema where he 


4 


Manny for extended leave. 
He knew the manager would 
look after the old-age pen- 
sioners, but who would look 
after Manny? 

He hadn't imagined that 
being a millionaire could be 
so limiting, 

“Don't 


‘5 Caming 


; got my 
interests, here,” said Albert, 
thinking of Victoria. “But I 
can't get my hands on that 
either,” 

Rhodes had cause to worry. 
His gin stock was disturbingly 
low. He was rationing him- 
seii to half-tumblers, and 
even considered stretching it 
out with the beip of the 
Americans soda, Hot he 
decided to postpone this 
EMicrerneyv,. 

Victoria bubbled. She 
owned a male harem, fifteen 
tough, bronzed sea-soldiers, 
who wooed her contim- 
ously, She was a goddess, 
with a millionaire in tow. 

“Gee, honey, we'll soon be 
alone,” she told Albert when 
he complained, “I dig you 
the most,” 

But this only made matters 
worse. Her growing Ameti- 
can vocabulary only reim- 
forced his protests that she 
was seeing too much of the 
Marines. 

An aircraft droned nearer. 
It glimted in the sunlight as 
it homed on the Island Ie 
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the Russian sector, 


Vorolokev found no problem 


m 
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Lemons Bring Beauty 
To Your Skin 


iA RADIANTLY lovely skin is 2 beauty asset you 

can so easily achieve through the natural, com- 
plexion-beautifying properties of special Caribbean 
beauty lemons Today, scientists have extracted and 
adapted the pure juice of this lemon to produce a 
remarkably effective skm freshener that invigorates, 
firms, clarifies, and refines the skim. Mamta the 
soft, dewy bloom of your complexion by using this 
wonderful bracing and stimulating lemon freshener 
m the following ways. 


Flower-Like Freshness 


(CHERISH the petal-fresh beauty and bloom of your 

complexion by stimulating the circulation and 
toning the skin daily with generous splashings of 
lemon Delph freshener. This will keep your skin 
supple, dissolve all traces of stale cream and make-up 
secreted in the pores and help prevent clogging. Lemon 
Delph freshener not only provides your complexion 
with the perfect basis for a smooth, flattering make-up 
but gives your skin a really young, wide-awake glow. 


Banish Skin Blemishes 


A GOOD way to remedy those irritating little skin 

spots is to dab them with a lemon refining skin 
freshener before making-up. The gentle toning and 
mild antiseptic action of lemon Deiph freshener will 
banish blemishes, close the slack pores, which are 
known to be one of the causes of disturbed skin, 
while it stimulates and invigorates the skin cells, 
reducing the chances of new disturbances, 


For Soft, Smooth Elbows 


oy se can be soft, smooth and always 
wely en give them a reguiar toni 
treatment with a lean cite freshener. Soak a cothon 
worl pad im freshener and pat vigorously all over 
tne skin of both elbows. The gentle bleaching and 
toning action of the lemon Delph freshener will 
eliminate any sign of muddiness, giving them a fair 
appearance, to soften and protect the elbows, 
smooth in a film of tropical Ulan oil for their final 
touch of beauty. 


Make the Most of Your Freshener 


baa Se sis skin freshener even more 
ously refreshing—keep it in the refrigerator. 
When chilled it gives an added tingle to your skin, an 
=i and blush of colour to your cheeks. 
on way to start the day—and a blissful pick 
through the day, — 


eS 


Tht lial Cift/ 


A SUBSCRIPTION TO 


i age | Tae 


ie i 


i Se 


MS 


Slide PREP 6 
fai) = ae 
2 le er ee aa ge — ae 


Tr 


Felite) ari mle) cola melm ale rsiies lite! 


AND TO MY NEPHEW ALBERT... 
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circled them. A 
orange 

«iro beneath 
at toward them. 

“Supplies,” shouted Luigi 

| Morelli, the American sentry. 

“Launch the dinghy,” Cor- 
rigan called. 

The plane made a run 
upwind, diagonally across 
the Island. The pilot nar- 
rowly avoided violating 
Soviet air space. The 
Russians on the deck of the 
trawler stood, faces upward. 
They saw three bundles drop. 
White parachutes umbrellaed 

| open and drifted toward the 


Eslarid. 


It was a good drop. The 
bundles splashed into the 
sea, thirty feet offshore, and 
were collected almost 
immediately by the waiting 
Marines. 

The aircraft made a 
second run. The door be- 
tween the twin fiselages 
opened. It gave birth . . - 

| “Holy cow!” The startled 
exclamation came from Ace 
Elismore, the young Liru- 
tenant who had Ied the 
“attack” on the Land. “Just 
what we necded — a jeep.” 

Clusters of parachutes 
burst open above cach end 
of the falling vehicle. 

“A dollar gets you five it 
lands om the mess,” offered 
Elliot Hennessey, the colored 
Top Sergeant. 

“I'l! take that,” said Ells- 


} mone. 


Two final bundles were 
thrown from the aireraft. 

“They'll never make the 
Island,” said Morelli. 

A gust of wind caught the 
jeep. It hit the flagpole at 
an angle of forty-five degrees, 
There was a splintering. The 
top of the flagpole jack- 
knifed. The flag was 
snatched by the jecp and 
carried away. 

The spinning vehicle just 
cleared the barbed = wire 
barrier and the ducked heads 
of the Soviet cuards, and 
slewed to a halt on the flat 
ground in front of the 
trawler. The parachutes died, 
sinking to the rocks. The 
Stars.and Stripes looked back 
ai the Americans from its 
new home in the Soviet sec- 
Cor. 

“Thanks for nothing,” 
Morelli shouted at the 
retreatme aircraft. 

“What happened to the 
rest of the stuff?" someone 
asked. 

Eyes scanned the sta and 
the surrounding rocks, 

“That plane musta been 
fiown by a Russian — look!” 

A plastic drum was hang- 
ing by its parachute from 
the stern radio mast of the 


| Dmitn Kirov. It was uw- 


noticed by the Russians, who 
were more interested in the 
jecp. They stood around it 
in a group. 

The radio operator called 
Corrigan over. He picked up 

|} the headset. “Have you 
received the supplics?” asked 
a voice. 

“The three first bundles. 
The jeep's gone to the 
Rustians, And the black 

|} drum. What was in it?” ” 

“Your turkeys.” said the 
voice. “Tough buck. Out.” 

4tke appeared through the 
doorway of the radio tent. 

“They ain't sent mah ror- 
keys, sir,” be said. 

“They have,” replied Cor- 
ngan, “That's them hanging 

} on the trawler.” 
Hennessey called from out- 


side. “Major, a Russian to 
set you, sir.” 

Corrigan went out and 
walked over to the wire 
where the scientist Ushakov 
was standing. 

“Is this 
grinned, 
the carefully 
and Stripes. 

Corrigan took it, “What 
about the jecp?” he asked. 

The scientist 93 ygrmord 
again. “Jt has violated Sovict 
airspace, and is forfeit,” he 
said firmly. He bowed to the 
Major, turned and walked 


back. 
i jeep didn’t 


matter. The Russians were 
welcome to-it. “There was 
nowhere to drive i, anyway. 
But Independence Day 
turkeys were another matter. 

“Ah got the cranberry 
sauce orl ready,” grumbled 
Zeke. 

“How much if I get the 
turkeys?” asked Joe Suki. 

“No chance,” said Zeke. 

“Sure I can,” said Joe. 

“Tl give a five spot,” said 
Morelli. 

“Me, too,” said Ace Ells- 
more. 

Other Marines agreed. 

“I don’t want to know,” 
said the Major. “But Pll 
chip in another five if I get 
turkey on July 4th.” 

“Leave it to me, kids.” 
Suki's slight Oriental feat- 
ures beamed. He flexed his 
massive shoulders, “We'll be 


yours?” he 
Corrigan 
folded Stars 


“Help me play it, you 
fool. I'll break the ime.” 

The two men hauled on 
the fish. It dragged yards of 
ling mito the water, but they 
gradually drew it back. It 
surged forward again. 

“Easy,” coaxed Boris. 

“My harpoon,” panied 
Igor. 

“Get it — fast” 

‘The monster fish was now 
only a few yards out in the 
thick seaweed. 

Igor ran up the rocks 
“We've got a shark,” he 
shouted. “My harpoon 

It was dropped to him 
from the trawler. The fish- 
ermen ran back with him 
to Boris. Many hands 
grabbed the lime from the 
panting cook. The fishermen 
could just make out the 
glint of the fish wf threshed 
in the lea 

Igor peng is arm 
and launched his harpoon. 
The fish stood up on two 
feet and charged at the Rus- 
sians. Boris fell backward 
into the water. 

The black monster 
sezed Ipor and threw him 
after his harpoon. “KAecaty 
... It screamed, charging 
the other stupefied Russians. 

“Frogman,” Boris cried 
belatedly as the figure shook 
the air bottles from its 
shoulders and kicked off its 
fins. “Hold him.” 

But Suky stood, his feet 
balanced lightly on a rock, 
picking the Russians off as 
they attacked him. He was 
calm and enjoying himerif. 
He might have been back 
on the dojo mats, instructing 
the Navy judo team. He 
called out the names of the 
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defrosting those.turkeys to- 
night. Help me dress.” 

Suki, a Filipmo, was one 
of the Marines’ Beach Reeon- 
naissance Team — 2 frog- 
man. He was hustled into 
the mess. The men collected 
his gear. 

Corrigan presently saw 
them making for the shore, 
Suki in his frogman’s dut- 
fit. He immediately turned 
away on some make-believe 

Boris the Russian cook had 
barely given the jeep a 
glance. To him it was just 
a hunk of dull machinery. It 
wasn't as interesting as his 
new bait. He was trying the 
limpets he'd chiselled off the 
rocks. 

The bite, when .it came, 
whipped the cord through 
his fin It cut deep into 
the fiesh. This was a sea 
Mawister. 

“Igor,” shouted Boris 
“Come quick.” 

The young Cossack leapt 
from rock to rock to the 
cook's side. 

“Pull” shouted Eoris. 
Igor grabbed the line and 
put a turn round his wrist. 
He was almost dragged into 
the water. 
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throws as he disposed of his 
attackers. 

He had just executed a 
spectacular Utsui-goshi on 
one man, dropping him 


“heavily on his back on the 


rocks, when Ushakov step- 
ped up with a sub-machine- 
gun. Reluctantly, Suki put 


‘up his arms ‘The Russian 


prodded his captive with the 
barrel. 

It was painful — for 
Ushakov. For Suki used one 
of the defences unarmed 
Samurai warriors developed. 
He swept his left arm down 
if an arc, trapped Ushakov's 
left hand against the front 
erip of the machine-gun, 
lifted the muzzle, and step- 
ped underneath. 

Ushakov had time to be- 
come. interested in the tech- 
nique even before he left 
the He was surprised 
to find that he was in the 
air long enough to get a clear 
upside-down picture of Igor 
crashing the shaft of the 
harpoon on to the frogman's 
head. 

Ushakoy and Suki recov- 
ered consciousness at the 
same time. They were both 
lying on the deck of the 
trawler where they had been 
carried by the bruised Rus- 
sian seamen, 
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the sub-machme-gun in her | 
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territory. You have myjured 
my men. teagan one day 
our c e violated 
ite ii This is preat 
provocation.” 

Suki swallowed. He de 
ciied the most 
course of action would be 
to tell the Russians the truth, 
“7 came for our turl 


ba 1 
Swe 


_Even to him the 


sounded unreal, 

The frown didn’t 
Voralokov's face. 
stupid story is this?” 

“Our turkeys landed on 
mast.” He pointed. The } 
turkeys weren't visible from 
the deck. He realised that he 
would have to convince ) 
Vorolokov quickly. 

“Can I show you?” he]. 
asked. He hoped they were | 
still there. » | 

“No.” Vorolokov spat a | 
command at one of the sez. 
men in Russian, The mon 
clambered over the side of |! 
the ship, dropped down the 
ladder and walked away. He 
looked up to the stern of the 


fully to the deck in front of 


their officer. , 


“Open it," he said. “No. 
You open it.” He pomted at 
Suki. 

The Russians we 
back. Suki Seed ae 
feet and bent over the plas 
ue drum. 

“Remember the 
Please move slowly.” 

With exaggerated care, 
Suki unlatched the fasteners. 
The insulated lid came off 
smoothly. He laid it on the — 
deck. Small blocks of ice 
shattered as they tumbled 


Out. 


run. 


He said something else in 
Russian. sid3 

Boris, dty again and in his 4] 
chef's clothes, stepped to the ] 


container, brushed aside the 


ice splinters and lifted out a 9 


polythene packet. Five simi- 
lar parcels followed it. The 
Russians stared in utter 
astonishment at a neat row | 
of turkeys on their deck. | 
Suki had stepped back. 
Tanya, completely intri 
had forgotten about him and 
was aiming the sub-machine- 
gun—if at all—at the birds 
Boris unwrapped one. His 
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“Enough,” said “‘Vorolokov. | 
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By FISA MURRAY: Week starting May 28 
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Lucky days, _—- Monday. 
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eekend is upsetting. Don't get financially 
could lose out. However, May 
assists finance—and the dolce vita. 
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span until June 11—29th being especially favoring. Play 
& cool, which comes easily to Virgoans. Many—particu- 
laly the end-of-sign segment—will have to be extra 


travelling. 





LIBRA: September 24-October 23 


number this week, 1. Gambling colors, orange, 
Wednesday Thursday 


* Thinking of improving your ; work conditions or of going 
on 8 short trip? Well, 20th is favorable, but weekend 
is not. You'll have to play it sale on the road—rat race, 
especially 1st. ‘s a good run of stars 
unt 11th. A mini-muddie spot on Monday night. 


.# SCORPIO: October 24-November 22 
© Lucky y sumber this week, 4. Gambling colors, pink. navy. 
* Ma the best best day—fne for (i 

y < tat ne speculating (if you 
have any lazy money), good for beginning a cruise or for 
Just plain planning. Weekend. ration f Sunday, is tense 
and nervy. Curb the urge to splurge, and hang on to your 





A spat with a 


* Lucky number this week. 2 _Sembling colors, orange 








11 you except the weekend, ates 0 goed. strstr endl 
th, when you can push your ambitions and escalate 
“afeer- and stetus-wise. However, weekend could prove 
nervy and tense. Hold your horses and avoid a lover's 
Quarral 
ge CAPRICORN: December 22-Jamvary 20 
* Lucky number this week, 2. Gambling colors, red, silver. 
WAY days, Friday, Tuesday. 
tempo of has quickened for many 

Fa dag definitely in the picture. Excluding the weekend 
is Sars are favoring, especially for matters. May 29 
more then usually lottery-lucky, but 1st is | 
“4 AQUARIUS: January 21-Febroary 19 

lucky number this week, 3. Gambli colors, green, 
white. Lucky days. Wednesday. Monday. 
* There could be strained relations with the posite sex 
wing rand. and Cupid is in cantankerous humor. Other- 
= 900d stars until Juné: 11. Romance looms Iife- 
atta, and the wu 


‘could form happy friendships, 


23th. 
: ZS. PISCE: Febreary 20-March 20 
Lucky number this week, 4. Gambling colors, red, green. 
jock Thursday, Monday. 
Fortunate focus on matters matrimonial and maritet— 
end, when there could be misunderstanding 
its ne for orange 


soul-mate. Otherwise 
soms, particularly 23th. Stick to routine 1st, make 
moves—and watch finances. 


elite) ar-lm mle) cola mOlm ale rsiies lire! 





) lokov. 





AND TO MY NEPHEW ALBERT... 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 70 


) eyes glistened with profes- 


stonal interest as he examined 


} it, It was huge. To him & 


Was more cxciting than any 
woman. He licked his lips. 
lis breast was white, fill and 
voluptuous, Tte legs shapely, 
with mot too much smew. 
Its unblemished back was 


| smooth and delicately pro- 


portioned. Enraptured, he 
Caressed it. 

He was dragged from his 
culinary ecstasy by a com- 
mand. “Put your hand 
inside,” said Vorolokov. 
“Make sure it's empty.” 

Boris stuffed his fat hand 
through the poulterer’s open- 
img. 

“There's something there,” 
be said. “It's hard” 

“Aaakhhh.” said Vorolo- 
kov. “Get # out. Take care.” 

Boris gingerly closed his 
fingers over the pa 
inside and tried to withdraw 
his hand. It was impossible. 
The frozen narrow opening 
gripped his clenched fist. 

“I can't get my hand out,” 
he said simply. 

“Drop it,” cried Vorolokov 


} impatiently, “Let go of the 
ty { thing inside, We'll shake it 


aut." 
Bors did as he was told. 


The turkey dropped to the 
deck with a thump. The 


| package fell out. A trans- 


parent envelope of frozen 
viblets skated to Vorolokov's 
feet. 
They searched the remain- 
ing five turkeys. Vorolokov 
turned to Suki. “You Ameri- 


} cans have no food?” 


“sure we've got food," 
“Then why you risk 


life to get this birds?” 


“It's Independence Day 


, food,” he said. 


“Independence Day?" 

“Ubuh.” He thought 
quickly “Like your 
Day. It's the day we it oun 
freedom. It's the day after 
tomorrow.” 

“The day after tomorrow 
is mine birthday.” The Rus- 
man officer smiled. “You are 
very foolish man, But very 
strong. You fight my whole 
crew for, six birds. They 
must be much importance 
to you.” 

Suki felt the pendulum 
swing in his favor, and kept 
quiet, 

“I have never eaten soch 
gross turkey,” grinned Voro- 
“Il give you your 
freedom for two birds. But 
don't being so stupid again.” 
Suki nodded agreement. 
He bundled four turkeys and 
the gthlet packe:s into the 
container, clamped the lid 
back on, and hoisted the 
drum easily on to his shoul- 
der. He was in a burry. He 
didn’t want the Russian tw 


some cran- 
berry sauce,” he said. 
His air bottles and diving 


) gear were lying on the rocks 


at the bottom of the rope 
ladder. He halanced tie 
equpment on the other 
shoulder, erimned at the row 
of heads watching him from 
the rail of the trawler, and 
swageered toward the har- 
rier. 


The guard saw him and 


} pulled open the gate. Suki 


cheerfully nodded to him 
and walked  jauntily 
through, whistling Yankec 
Doodle. 

On the American side he 
was immediately surrounded 
by cheermg Grunts. 


“We thought you were a 
wonner.” 

“Whatjade?” 

“Howja do it?” 

suki lowered his air 
bottles to the ground, Then 
he handed the big black 
drum to Zeke. “You guys 
owe me eighty dollars.” he 
said. 


“This is 
House,” said the voice. 

“Fm glad you rang,” said 
the PM. “I want 
advice.” 


“sure.” ‘There was an 


unguarded note of surprise. | 


“What do you do with a 
droopy cactus?” 

There was the sound of 
slow breathing over the Hoi 

“What happened to it?” 
The words were clipped 
with fatherly enunciation. 

“It got shaved.” 

“Shaved ?™ 
silence. “No wonder it's sag- 
ging, it's spmecless,” the voice 
chortled at its own joke 
“Try proppmg a up with 
a politician. Now, about the 


The PM interrupted. “But 
my cactus . 

The Texan voice stopped 
him. “Don't worry, (ll send 
you another. Now, about the 
Island...” 


‘ae incident of the 
turkeys had a surprising 
sequel the next day. A big 
softball had turned up 
among the Marines’ para- 


phernalia, and games with | 


it were a popular diversion. 
“Catch!” called Morelli, 
slinging the ball to the 
bikini-clad Victoria. 
She caught it, half tormed 


toward Albert, and threw it. | 


11 missed him by five yards 

and was caught wide 

— on the Shee tade 8 IR the 
wire, He tried eating it, 
ignoring Morelli’s calls. It 
was retrieved after a tug-0'- 
war by Lev, who tossed it 
back to the girl. 

Compan raped an eye- 
brow. This was the first 

open gesture of friendliness 
that he had seen coming from 
the Russians. He elbowed 
himself up from the rock 
where he'd been lymg and 
strolled over to the wire. He 
dragged a packet of erage 
from his breast pocket, and 
offered one to Lev. 

The Russian seaman hesi- 
tated, them took one. Corti- 
gan reached over the barner 
and gave him a light. 

“Hot,” said Corrigan. 


“American,” said Corrigan, 
again pointing at bumeelf. 

“Lev,” said the Russian. 

“Alsatian,” said Corrigan, 
waving his hand at Rasputin. 


“Russian,” said Lev. 


Corrigan found himself | 


trapped im 2 one-word con- 
versation, but he felt he 
might offend the Russian if 
he ended the conversation too 
quickly. 

He pomted at Lev. 
“Sailor,” he said. 

Levy shook his 
“Fisherman.” He pointed at 
Compan. “Soldier.” 

This time the Major shook 
tus bead. “Marine.” 
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“Us? A new baby? Gee, | hope it’s an 
older brother!” 


“Where did | go wrong, that you had 
to replace me?’ 
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satistied customer? You took me to a 
very nice Dadd and Mother!!!" 
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Lev's cyes brightened. “Ah, 
sailor,” he said, pleased. 
Corrigan mentally winced. 


“No,” he said. “Half sailor, 


half soldier.” 


“Ab” Levy laughed. He 


|) searched for the nght word. 


“Merman?” he asked. 


Corrigan laughed 


toria. 
“Catch,” she shouted. This 
time she threw the ball 
deliberately to the Russian 
who caught it deftly. His 
rifle sling sli from tis 
shoulder into the crook of his 
arm. He propped the weapon 
a 
“Ci.” 
Lev looked over his 
shoulder. Igor was standing 


| twenty yards away, cupping 


his hands above his head. He 
hte Lev's throw, and 


, Cae Ml 
hurled the ball high over the 


wire. Morelli ran back several 
paces to catch it. He 


| laumched it even higher into 
) the Russian sector. 


This time Mischa Ieapt 
forward to catch it. The 
softball soared mito the 
Amenecan sector, Corngan 
caught it, and threw it 


' toward the trawler. 


The teams grew. 5oon, 
almost all the off-duty fisher- 
mem and Marines were play- 
ing. The Gls picked up the 
Russians Christian names 
and yelled them as they threw 
them the ball. The Russians 
shouted back — the Ameri- 
cans’ surmames. 

The men were sweating. 
They shed clothing as they 
dashed about. 

“Eee, “Ennesser,” Igor 
lobbed a large plastie marker 
buoy out into the sea and 
ran alter it. ‘The half- 
dressed teams from both sides 
of the wire followed him. 

The noisy ball game con- 
tinucd in the water. It was 
an undisciplined water-polo 
match. There were no sides. 
The current carried the men 
down past the trawler. They 
played their way back to the 
shallows of the American 
soc tor. 

The invisible demarcation 
lirie separating the territorial 
waters was forgotten, But 
when they staggered ashore, 
they instmectively splashed to 
their own sides of the har- 
ner, then relaxed in a chat- 
tering group on the aay 
beach, separated only by the 
barbed wire. 

Victoria sat among them. 
Suki raided the drink 
machine, and came bark 


) with an armful of chilled 


cans. He passed them round. 


» The cans popped and hissed 


as the Russians and Ameri- 
cans opened them. 

Watching from a distance, 
Major Cornmgan smiled to 
honself. ‘The confrontation 
Was Over. 


It was July 4. For days, 
the Soviet fishermen had 
been busy collecting drft- 
wood. It now stood in a 
pyramid a few yards in front 
of the trawler’s bow, causing 
speculation among the Ameri- 
cans. 

Now they watched as lone 


( scrubbed tables and benches 


were passed down from the 
trawler and set up in a horse- 


shoc around the piled drift- 


wetcec 

“Igor, watcha doin'?” 
asked Hennessey. 

“We make feast this 
mcht, ithe Cossack ex- 
plained. “Captain, he born 
day.” 

“Barbecuc?” 


“Da. Lobster . . . fish . . . 
vodka, Very much vodka. 
Very much singing.” 
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too," sani 
“Very much nothing.” 
“You no drmk?" 

“Sure. But we got no 
drink. 

“No drmk!" Igor gnmacee 
rucfully. 

By early evenmg the 
Russian fire was lit. As the 
flames died down and the 
fre became a glowmeg bed 
of charcoal the smell of 
cooking and spiced sauces 
reached the American camp. 

The Americans sat m their 
mess awaitmig their turkey. 
At the head of the table sat 


Corrigan. At the other end, 


ina small group, the Britors. 
The Kentucky cook tradi- 
tionally served this special 
meal. He'd worked hard all 
day. It was perfect. Vic- 
tora, with one of Zecke's 
huge aprons reaching to her 
ankles, heiped him to wait 
at table. 

Rhodes, his wig neatly 
brushed, watched the 
Americans quictly stirrmg 
the meal with thew forks. 
It was broody and thought- 
ful, not the tively celebra- 
tion he'd expected. 

In contrast, they could 
hear the sound of merry- 
making from the Soviet 
sector. 

“They've got vodka,” said 
Suki, gnawing a turkey leg. 
“Pass the soda-pop.” 

Rhodes felt guilty. Hid- 
den away under his sleeping 
bag was the remains of a 
battle of pm. He fought a 


STREET 


FROM THE BIBLE 


@ And God saw every thing 
that he had made, and 
behold, it was very good. 

—Gern. I; 3I. 
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battle. His 


mental cons- 
cience won. He excused 
himself, went out and 


returned with an unlabelled 
bottle. He stood it m front 
of Corrigan. 

“Sorry, that's all 
ae 


Corrigan stared at the 
bottle. It'd been a long, dry 
spell. He uncorked it and 
sniffed. “Gin,” he said. 

He looked at the eyes 
watching him expectanily, 

“Okay, let’s kill it.” He 
passed it to Ace, With great 
ceremony, and with meticu- 
lous care, the young Licu- 
tenant measured a table- 
spoonful of gin into each 
mans mug. 

Albert stared at the thin 
puddle of liquid at the bot- 
tom of his tin cup, This, and 
the expectancy of the men, 
reminded him of filmed life- 
boat scenes when they were 
doling out the last of the 
precious water. 
_ Corrigan 
’ Here's to uw” 

They drank. The Ameri- 
can sector of the Island was 
now truly: dry. 

The Russians meanwhile 
continued io celebrate 
noisily. It was dark. The fire 
had been revived and its 
flames lit the tables and the 
sitting men. There were 
already empty vodka bottles 
sanding like sentinels on 
the rocks, 

The fishermen and scicn- 
tists chatted, drank, and 
laughed. The tables were 


there 


stood up. 


littered with the remains of 
the meal Vorolokow used 
part of a lobster shell to 
sub out his cigarette. 
Glasses clinked. Rasputm lay 
singemg himself im front of 
the fre, too fat, too lazy to 
move. 

There was a rattle of 
crockery as [gor leapt on to 
a table and stood, legs apart, 
in the firelight, his nght arm 
raised theatrically, holding 
a glass It was one of the 
few occasions when he could 
legitimately wear his Cos- 
sack dress. He loved un. He 
was a splendid figere in full 
black trousers and polished 
boots. An = embroidered 
shirt, with its bloused sleeves, 
reflected the red firelight. 
Tucked im the sash was his 
long silver knife. His wavy 
black hair was disheveled. 
He shook it back out of his 
eyes. 

“To our Captam,” he 
shouted. 

He drank and hurled the 
empty glass mto the fire in 
the traditional Russian 
manner. 

The others automatically 
followed suit. 

“Igor,” bellowed Boria 
“They were our only 


Ushakov led the laughter. 


his sah “Then we will 
drink out of the bottles, ch, 
Igor?” 

Tanya looked inthe 


direction of the stient 
American camp. , “They 
drink quietly, like gentle- 
men. Not like -mad (Cos- 
sacks,” she told Igor. 

“They're not drinking at 
all,” he sail “They have no 
drink.” 

Vorolokov butted in. “No 
drink?” 

“They nan me today they 
have no [i 

“Then Ei ise they cele- 
brate their freedom?” 

“Soda-pop,” said Igor. 

“Soda - pop,” Vorolokov 
looked outraged. “Everyone 
should drink on my birth- 
day. Real drink. We could 


give them .. .” 

“We could ask them .. .” 
interrupted Tanya. 

“Over here - said 
Ushakov. 


“Pll go,” shouted Igor in 
mid-air as he vaulted the 
gate. 

The Americans looked in 
surprise as the mess door 
exploded open. Corrigan 
leaped to his fect as a wild 
figure of a Gossack appeared 
framed in the doorway. It 


raised its hand. “Peace,” 
said Igor, “Peace.” 
“Peace,” said Corrigan 


raising his own right hand. 

“Captam Vorolokov wants 
all come drink his bom 
day,” said Igor. Rhodes 
was already on his feet, but 
was dragecd back mito his 
seat by Victoria, hs wig 
jerked over his forehead. 

All eyes swong toward 
Corrigan. 

“Huommm," he said. 
“Hummm, why not?” 

“Indeed, why not?” asked 
Rhodes, straightening his 
hairpiece, 

“Thank the Captain. Tell 
him we will come in five 


minutes,” sakl Corrigan. 
There was a cheer. “Have a 
soda-pop?” But Igor was 


gone. 

Corrigan put on his stern 
Face. “Now hear this... I 
don't want any trouble. 
Remember we re their 





his hand up, lightly dismise | 
ing the Major's thanks |/ 


Vororoxey 
e 


birthday today.” | 
“Happy 


a put-up job to lure “nell 


Amencans over, Bout the |/¢ 
genume, He dismissed c 


“How are you together?” | |j 
‘Tanya asked Victoria : 
Albert. ~ 

“We've yet to find out,” 
said Albert, He smiled j | 

The three of them sat on | ‘if 
a rock by the fire. 7 
shared a bottle. 

“You have much men now — = 

i 


enough of the other.” Vic: | 
toria smiled back at Albert. 
Mischa began to play his |) 
halalaika. The Tae rer i 
sang. The Americans hum- 
med. Zeke went back for his 
harmonica and the Mv fon | : 


=== 


lips on bottles. ‘The | Arman 


The balalaika ika came hac L 
to life. A slow, sad start, 
tHuilt pictures of the wast | 
loncliness of the oni n 
Steppes. Even the Americans | 
found themselves trapped t | 
the haunting notes. 

By now the wociin was toll 
ing its toll, Boris had suc | 
ceeded in his self-om | 
mission to pour a full bottle | 
into Suki. He was now work- 
ing his way through a second | 
bottle. Hennessey was keep- |. 
ing pace. 

Ace Ellcmore had excused 
himself and was now 
lapsed in a heap just inside 
the American sector, Only 
the promise to his father, 
never to get drunk on foreign — 
soil, had got him that far. | 
He had crawled the last two | 
yards, 
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living permon. i 
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‘stomach heaved. Victoria pulled 
him down next to her. 


of the trawler. 


oe ee er 


— ed 


Ushakov and Zeke formed a 
forether a little way from the 
fire. Zeke atill clutched a near- 
empty bottle, 

Corrigan and Vorolokov, arms 


ground cach other's shoulders, 


were singing two different songs 
in two different languages. They 
thought it sounded harmonious. 
To Tanya and Victoria, the only 
two sober ones left, it sounded 
like two people singing two 
different songs in two languages. 

Rhodes dedicatedly struggled 
through -a fresh bottle. This was 
where the experienced drinker 
came out on top. He staggered 
0 his feet, clasped the bottle by 
fag neck, and lurched toward the 
orange tent. He'd finish his vodka 
in bed. 

Albert was swaying on his rock 
geat, He looked at Victoria and 
felt an alcoholic wave of desire. 
“There's no one else about. 
Let's get away. Let's go to the 
cave.” 

‘Victoria pulled him to his feet. 
He immediately regretted his 
invitation, The dspun, He 
felt he was walking on a gigantic 
air-mattress. 

She hel him down across 
the rocks into the cavern. It was 
damp and dark, but it was 
a ! e. 

Phew,” 


said Albert. His 


"Te always smells here, youll 
get used to it. It's probably 
rotting seaweed.” 

She kissed him, Unsteadily, 
Albert reached out and drew her 
into his arms. 

"Make love to 
breathed. “Darling!” 

There was a pause. “Darling?” 

Albert's reply was a drunken 
more. 


me,” she 


Nexr moming, the 


two camps looked like a battle- 


field, Victoria wandered out 


‘from the orange tent, where she 
had spent a lonely night. Bodies 


sprawled everywhere, the _still- 


smouldering fire looked like the 


centre of the holocaust. Men 


femed to have staggered away 


it in every direction, and 


, then collapsed. They had drunk 


until daybreak. Empty bottles lay 
scattered between the bodies. 

A few of the Americans had 
almost made it to their tents. The 
Russians had met the obstacle of 
their rope ladder and now made 
an untidy heap below. 

Tanya shouted from the deck 
“Coffec! Come 
up!” 

The two girls leaned against 
the rail of the Dmitri Kirov and 
looked at the devastation below. 

“All not living down. there,” 
mid Tanya. 

“Shouldn't we do something?” 

"Not do anything. Always like 
ww, Russians drink. Russians fall 


down. Just leave. Like try on my 


uniform?” 
, Nictoria realised the reason 
Dehind Tanya's invitation. Tt was 
“4 gentle hint she'd like to see 
Victoria's dresses. 
_, Some back to my tent,” 
invited Victoria. “You can try 
“fame of my clothes, as well," 
Tanya liked the short skirts and 
iit feminine colors. When she had 
Put on one of Victoria’s bright 
summer dressts, she pointed 
irstioningly at the make-up case. 
two girls sat together inside 
fent while Victoriam helped 
Tar a4 make up. 
“an | go see in my big 
Mirror?” asked Tanya. 
They walked hack to the 
‘rawler, The dead men were com- 
fg tlowly hack to life. Vorolokov 
as standing, supporting himself 
; ag rape ladder. He watched 
,. 'Wo girls approach. He shook 
‘Mimself and rubbed his cyes with 
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the back of his hand. The girls 
had exchanged heads. 

“Moloch too much vodka,” he 
muttered, and passed out again. 

It was evening again before the 
last of the human debris had made 
its way back to its quarters. No 
one spoke. No one ate. The only 
sounds came from the waves, the 
occasional calls of the three sca 
birds, and the gentle creaking of 
the unguarded gate. 

When Albert eventually awoke, 
the camp was astir again. There 
were cries from the sea where the 
Marines and fishermen were hav- 
ing an early-morning swim. The 


thought that a dip might do him 
good drove Albert outside. The 
camp had been cleared. With the 
exception of a blackened piece 
of rock, there was no indication 
that the party had even taken 
place 

“tlh, 50 you're said 
Victoria coolly. “How’s lover boy 
today?” 

"yest give me the chance.” 

“Don't vou remember after the 
party?” she asked, “If you can't, 
then To won't tell you.” 

Albert sat in the cooling water 


alive,” 
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and soleninly vowed thai never 
again would he get so drunk. 


“fet Paris,” said the caller. 
“What's the latest situation?” 

“They're dying,” said the 
Prime Minister. 

“Dying?” 

“Like flies.” 

“Like flies?” 

“Ves,” anid the PM. 

“%e Americans, or ze Kus- 
dane?” asked the horrified French 
President. 

*Mostly South Americans and 
one Algerian,” replied the PM. 

“Algerian?” 

“Wes, it's sagging over the side 
of the tray. It's the only Aporo- 
cactus I've got. Know anything 
about cactus?” 

Bewilderment hushed the linc. 

“Zey prickle.” The Gallic voice 
was patronising. 

“Not mine,” said the PM 
smugly, toying with his electric 
ranor. 


The lethal-looking American 
mistile-launcher was a harsh re- 
minder of the former crisis, a 
possible provocation. 

"Cover it up," ordered Corri- 
gan. “It spoils the view.” 

Ten minutes later, the missile- 
launcher was hidden wnder its 
olivegreen cover, 


A SURPRISING thing 
then happened. The Russian 
scitntist appeared on the bow of 
the trawler. Ushakov looked at 
the covered missile-launcher and 
waved a greeting at the Major. 
Even as Corrigan watched, the 
Russian rocket, with its scarlet 
nosé-cone, swung down behind 
the bridge and disappeared. 
There was a clang as the metal 
doors of its housing dropped shut, 
Corrigan smiled thoughtfully. 

That evening, he and his 
Lieutenant shared the same mess 
table as Vorolokoy and the Rus- 
gian scientist. 

“Today is a historic occasion,” 
said Vorolokoy, 

“Yes,” replied the Major, think- 
ing of the missile incident. 

‘Today we haff done some- 
thing unique in our memory.” 

Corrigan began to feel that 
Voralokoy was becoming over- 
dramatic. 

“We haff drinked our whole 
year's supply of vodka in our 
Ee night. This all we haff left." 

© waved his hand at the dying 
bottle, whose level was already 
below the label. “From tonight we 
haff no more drink.” 

The next morning found the 
Americans and the Russians sit- 
Wag on the rocks near the Dmitri 
Ktrey fishing. For most of the 
Marines it was their initiation to 
the sport. They were willing 


bupils, The Russians taught them 
how to bait the crab pots, how 
to lace the fish strips on to hooks 
a9 that they wouldn't come off. 
And where to lay the nets and 
raps. 
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All the Island’s boats were 
commanderred. No sooner was 
a boat beached and its crew and 
catch unloaded, than it was filled 
again with a fresh batch of en- 
thusiastic tyros itching to get to 
the virgin fishing ground. The 
catches were phenomenal, The 
lobster keep-tank built by the 
Russians now needed to be en- 
larged. The doors of Boris’ ice- 
boxes couldn’t be closed on the 
haul. 

It seemed logical that the cooks 
should share the catches, the 
same cookhouse, and the work. 
After all, it was only a little more 


difficult to cater for everyone on 
the Island in one batch than it 
was to cook for the two sectors 
separately, 

With a littl planning, said 
Zeke, it would be possible for 
Boris and himself to act as duty 
cook on alternate days. Boris 
agreed, It meant that he would 
be able to get away from the 
Island with the other fishermen. 

They decided that on Mondays, 
Wednesdays, and Fridays, Zeke 
would feed the Islanders in two 
sittings. Tuesdays, Thursdays, 
and Saturdays it would be Boris’ 
turn. Sundays, they would share 


the work. They put their sugges- 
tions to their officers. 

“OK by me,” said Corrigan. 
“Check with the men.” 

Zeke didn't like the exag- 
gerated enthusiasm with which 
the Marines greeted the idea, 

“sure, suits me,” said Suki. 
“By the way, what d'you call 
ther Russian fish eggs?” 

“Caviar,” said Zeke. 

“D’you boil ‘em for two or 
four minutes?” asked the 
Filipino. 

The idea worked. The two 
cooks’ ingenuity seemed as 
unlimited as the ish supply, They 
competed to prepare the most 
exouic meals, The Islanders 
became sun-bronzed, weil-fed, and 
fitter than they had been in their 


lives, There was only one thing 
missing to complete their regal 
banquets—drink, Even the soft- 
drink supply was getting low. 

Rhodes didn’t have a hangover. 
He missed it The lack of ‘it 
made him feel ill, 

A worried group met behind 
the cookhouse tent. 

“I could go to England to get 
something,” offered Albert. 

“No good,” said Ace. “We've 
specific orders not tm go to the 
other islands or to Britain. You 
can bet by now the coast Is crawl- 
ing with Limey troops,” 

“What about France?” asked 
Victoria. 
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Keep your dog healthy and happy 
by giving hima handful ot K9 
Kookies or K9 Fives—every day! 
Crunchy, bone-shaped K9 
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vitamins, minerals and trace 
elements —they provide a 
valuable supplement to your dog's 
daily diet. Good for the teeth! 

A tremendous power [for health! 


KS Kookies come plain, and 

for variety, buy Fives—5 different 
flavours in one pack. From your 
food store or pet shop. 
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| @ Ready to weer or cet out ready fo make. 
“Raeleen.” — Dress with belt trim is available in pale 
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3Bin. bust, $18.45. 
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before you ever have it! 


| Sounds funny doesn't it? But it's good sense, just 

| the same. Cold remedies aren’t the answer to that 

| sniffling misery, the persistent cold. The wise way 

| is to build up your system before the cold ever happens 
with simple, effective ANTI-BI-SAN oral vaccine. 
All you have to do with ANTI-BI-SAN is to take 
7 tablets. Not all at once but over three days (children 
only require a three-tablet course), By doing this, you 
build up a shield that germs find hard to penetrate. 
You develop defences in your body against the 
common cold by taking Anti-Bi-San. 

Keep cold-free this winter and right through the 
year with Ant-Bi-San. Take a 3-day course of 
tablets now—before colds get you in their grip. One 

treatment gives an average of three months’ protection. 
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“Yeah.” The Lieutenant 
was silent for 2 moment. 
“Yeah,” he said again. “No 
ome's actually sand we can't 
go to there. Maybe we 
could bend the rules a little 
What about monry?” 

“The Frenchee must cat 
feesh,” said Bons. “We hafl 
very much feech. We maybe 
make exchange feesh wis 
dreenk.” 

“Yeah,” Ace said a third 


time. 


“We could use your dad's 
powerboat,” sani Albert. 
“It’s a fair distance. But we 
could tow one of the cutters 


at about twenty knots I 
reckon it would take us 
about five hours.” 

“I know ze its and 


dreenks good,” said Boris. 

Albert looked at the Lieu- 
tenant. “We could pretend 
were just going off fishing. 
No one'll miss us, We could 
be back before dark.” 

“Okay, but if the Major 
ever found out, he'd break us. 
Don't say anythmg to the 
others, Don’t ask anybody for 
dollars, or they'll get suspic- 
ious,” 

“Count me in. No one can 
break me,” said Albert. 


“We haff plenty feesh 
now,” said Boris, “We put 
plenty feesh and plenty 


|) Jobster in ‘box and put in 


cutter. Tomorrow dawn, you 
breeng powerboat behind 
trawler, I put plenty gasoline 
in cutter for powerboat 
engine. 


1. was still dark 


when Ace Ellsmore, Albert, 


and Victoria crept down the 
rocks on to the powerboat. 
The Island was silent. They 
buddled together by the side 
of the boat, The Lieutenant 
shone a torch carefully into a 
valise. 

“Think I've got everything 
I need,” he said. “Chart, 
compass, and a bit of money. 
Did you bring any food?” 

“T just raided the cook- 
house,” said Victoria 
“Albert's got some im a plas- 
tic bag. Take care. I'l] see 
you tonight. Good luck.” She 
kissed Albert. 


“Gee, ma'am,” said Ace. 

“All right, you as well.” 

“Just a minute,” said a tall 
voice. Major Corrigan stood 
close behind them. “ it 
out on us, uh?” 

“N-n-ne, No, SIR.” said 


the Lieutenant. “Just going 
fishing, ar. Er . . . Fishing 
with Albert.” 


“What are you hoping to 
catch this early, Lieutenant?” 

“Er, fish, sr , . . dawn 
f j mm 


“Dawn fish?” 

“The Russians said they're 
fresher in the morning, sr,” 

_ They'd have been fresher 
still yesterday, wouldn't they, 
Lieutenant? Why didn't you 
go yesterday?” 

_ ~ Yesterday I was crab fish- 
ing, sir.” 

“But the crabs would have 
been bigger if you'd left them 
until today, wouldn’r they, 
Licutenant?” 

Victoria interrupted, “You 
two had better make a move 
or we won't be petting any 
dawn fish.” 

“Yes, you'd better get 
along,” said the Major 
“Here, read this when it gets 
light.” He handed Ace a 
small envelope. “Can't wait 
to see these dawn fish.” 

“Yessir,” Ace thankfully 
snapped him a salute. 

_ They slid the powerboat 
into the water. Ace steered 
round until they were heading 


AND TO MY NEPHEW ALBERT... 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 79 


toward the trawler, He hoped 
the Major wouldn't notice. A 
torch flashed. Ace cut the 
engine and they coasted on 
to the beach below the Rus- 
san ship. Igor stood m the 
water next to the cutter. It 
was heavily loaded. Even m 
the half ight, Albert could 
see the boxes neatly piled 

“Tie it on,” said Albert. 

Igor and Bons made the 
cutter fast to the stern of the 
powerboat. 

“He goink,” said Boris. 
“We come, too. Want help.” 

Albert watehed as the dark 
bulk of the Island gradually 
diminished. Within twenty 
minutes # had disappeared 
and the rim of the sun fired 
the horizon ahead of them. 

Ace pulled out his compass 
and compared the readme 
with the small mstroment 
mounted on the powerboat’s 
dashboard. 

“Thought you might be in 
trouble with the Major,” 
said Albert. “What was the 


envelope?” 

Ace pulled ont the 
crumpled letter. He opened 
it. 


“What was it?” 
“A ten-dollar bill and a 


message.” 
“What's it say?" 
“It says .. .” Ace gulped. 


“And get me a bottle of 
brandy at the same time!” 

: sm rose, a dull 
red tomato on the horizon 
away to their left. The two 
boats made good time to- 
ward their destination. There 
was no land in sight, in any 
direction. 

Albert untied the plastic 
bag given to him by Vic- 
toria. He pulled out a hand- 
ful of thick sandwiches and 
passed some back to Boris 
and Igor in the cutter. 

While Boris steered, Igor 
was fishing. As Albert 
watched, he began pulling in 
a long line he was trailing 
behind the cutter. As it drew 
nearer the boat, Albert could 
see the flash of a mackerel. 
Iger unhooked the fish and 
dropped it imto the top of 
the nearest box. It took him 
three hours to top up all 
the boxes. There were even 
a few fish sliding around his 
feet. 

“Franchee!” shouted Boris, 
He was standing up behind 
Albert, supporting himself by 
holding Albert’s shoulders. 
“Franchee! Look.” 

Ahead showed a low dark 
streak misting above the 
water, Albert could just 
make out the low coastline. 

“We're almost there.” 

Ace smiled. “Trust the 
Marines.” 


“With everything except 
women,” replied Albert. 

The land mass grew until 
they could distinguish sand 
a and Sok 
waters, Away to the right 
were the terracotta roofs of 
a small fishing town. 

Ace consulted his chart 
“That's the Ville de Roche, 
near Argenton. How's that 
for navigation?” 

“I thought you were aim- 
ing. for Brest,” said Albert. 

Ace flushed. “This is 
nearer, he sak. “Head for 
the beach. We don't want to 
go through the port, or we'll 
be caught by Costoms.” 

The water was shallowing. 
Ace slowed the cngine and 
trickled the boat toward the 
beach. They nosed it im 
gently. The cutter caught up 
with them and rammed the 
powerboat firmly imto the 
sand. 

The four men landed and 
walked the sandy 
track toward the town. It 
was bigger than it had ap- 
peared from the sea. Boris 
and Igor looked with profes- 
sional eyes at the moored 
fishing boats, but Ace pulled 
them away. 

“Don't do anything that 
will altract attention,” he 
warned. “Let's just find 
somewhere to sell the fish 
and then buy the wine.” 

They found the markets 
and, thanks to skilful bar- 
gaining by Boris, they sold 
the fish very profitably. 
Buying the wine wasn’t so 


easy. The small. general 
stores didn’t carry large 
stocks. “A hundred bottles? 


Sorry, we have only twenty, 
but plenty of draught wine 
if you have your own 
bottle.” 

“We'll have to establish 
a collecting point,” said Ace, 
“If we keep together it’s 
going to take us a day to get 
all we want. Boris, tell Igor 
to wait om the crossroad near 
the entrance of the town and 
to guard the wine we bring 
him." 

They divided the money 
between them and headed in 
different directions into the 
narrow streets, Working this 
way, the pile of crates and 
miscellaneous bottle grew 
around Igor, It was quite a 
formidable collection by the 
time al] the money was spent. 

“Did you get the brandy?” 
Albert asked Ace. 

“Could I ever forget that? 
Got a bottle in my pocket.” 

Between them, they car- 
ried the crates, im stages, 
back down the sandy mad 
to the beach. It seemed 
twice as far as they remem- 


bered. 
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pare cans?” repeated 
Igor. He looked embarrassed 
“Igor,” said Boris threaten. 
ingiy. He said something m 
Russian. 
and blushed. “Gasoline, 
I take out cans to put im 
more fresh. I sorry.” : 
“You what?” bawled Ace 
“I forgot put hack,” said 
or 


Boris leaped to his feet 
with a roar. If Albert and 
Ace hadn't restramed him he 
would have tossed the unfor- 


tunate Cossack imto the sea) 
and left him. Igor was a | 


Picture of utter misery. 

“I row. I row,” he offered, 
trymg feebly to make 
amends, “I row good.” 


Igor rowing, he headed for 
the nearest fishing boat. 
The French fishermen had 
seemed friendly when they 
had waved to them from the 
powerboat. They weren't so 
friendly when it came to 
Biving fuel away. 
Albert couldn't 


“How did you on?” he 
shouted to Ace. = 

“We got the gas. But we 
had to trade the wine.” 


in, 

“Say, Kentucky,” shouted 
pia across the table to 

cke, “Bet your ol’ pappy 
wouldn't ay ner of liquor. 
We'd be bathin® in moon- 
shine if you was a real hill- 
billy.” 

There was a sudden silence 
around the long table. 

“A still,” said Suki. “Could 
you do it, Zeke?” 

“Guess so,” said Zeke. He 
suddenly looked more m- 
terested, “Sure I could. Boy, 
could I! We could build ux 
And not an excise 
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ANp 10 MY 
NEPHEW ALBERT 


| LEAve THE ISLAND 


WHAT | WON OFF 
FATTY HAGAN 
INA poKe* 
GAME 


A MERICAN Marines and Russians are thoroughly 
i ee 4 

enjoying their occupation of Foul Hock, the 
lithe Island which ALBERT QUINLAN inherited 
from his uncle, 

Albert himeelf head found the Island an ideal 
place for courting attractive VICTORIA RHODES. 
But when the Russian trawler Dmitri Kiror ran 
aground there, Victoria’s solicitor father, ‘4>IN 
JIM” RHODES, seized the opportunity of insisting 
that the Russians pay Albert an exorbitant price 
for a Jease of the half of the Island where the 
ship was stranded. 

The Soviet High Command willingly agrees, For 
although skippered by TRAWLER-CAPTAIN 
YOROLOKOV; with a fisherman crew including 
MISCITA, the bosun; BORIS, the cook; LEV, the 
bosun's mate with his mute alsatian, RASPUTIN: 
and young Cossuck IGOR; the Dmitri Kirov is 
only ostensibly 9 trawler. 

it is, im fact, a spy ship equipped with secret 
war deviees In charge of PROFESSOR USHAKOY, 
with pretty TANYA SUVOROVA os radio operator. 
So the High Command is delighted to obtain for 
it @ base that commands the English Channel and 
the Atlantic Ocean, 

Promptly the other half of the Island is leased 
by the United States and occupied by Marines 
under the command of MAJOR CORRIGAN, sup 
ported by LIEUTENANT ACE ELLSMORE and 
colored TOP-SERGEANT HENNESSEY. A sub- 
divided tent is erected for Rhodes, his law clerk, 
COLLINS, Victoria, and Albert, 

But the initial warlike confrontation between 
the two occupying nations dissolves in a holiday 
atmosphere of fishing and swimming. Now their 
vital objective is to obtain liquor, as a combined 
party on July 4 left the Island completely “dry.” 

After a seeret expedition in scarch of supplies 
fails, Marine private LUIGI MORELLI jokingly 
suggests that as ZEKE, the cook, comes from 
the “moonshine” State of Kentucky he should be 
able to set op oe still, . 

The idea in taken up enthusiastically by JOE 
SURI, the Navy's judo mpion, and other 
Marines, including Zeke himself, NOW READ OWN: 


HE construction of the still wag duly entrusted to Zeke, 
His list of requirements was long, but his helpers were 
enthusiastic, 

“T've seen a piece like that on the jeep,” sand Elismore. 

“TI can make one of them easy,” said Morelli. 

“All we need’ is junk,” said Suki. 

“T'll sit and watch it all day long,” promised Gin Jim 
Rhodes hopefully. “I’m sure ['m cut out to be ‘a disuller,” 

“OK,” said Corrigan. “You make a still. Keep it hidden 
and out of the way. But I'll ration the drink—all of it 
Understand? No black market and no secret drinking. 
Everybody helps. Everybody gets the sarnc amount a day. 
And each man’s ration gets drunk at the time of issue. No 
storing.” 

“Wharll you use for the mash?” asked Rhodes. 

“Easy,” replied Zeke. “Ah can use any vegetables, 
Potatoes, potato peelings, cabbage stalks, cans of fruit, 
anything. [t'll all go in together. An’ ah bet Boris has got 
plenty of scraps, too. An’ if we need extra vegetables, 
well, we get the fly boys to drop us more. Ah’ll tell ‘em 
we suddenly got a lot of vegetarian Grants.” 

Reveille on the Island was now |! a.m.—if the bngler 
was awake in time, or not out fishing, But the following 
morming it was early, 9.30 a.m. Rhodes, with wild 
enthusiasm, went round the tents and rousted the Marines 

“Majors parade in ten minutes,” he said. 

It was probably the strangest assembly in Americaal 
Marine history, There wasn't a carbine in sight. Not a 
single pair of polished boots. In fact, only the Lieutenant 
was wearing boots. And they looked incongruous with his 
Bermuda shorts and pyjama jacket. Most wore swimming ] 
briefy and sneakers, 

Corrigan, in his red silk dressing-gown, addressed them 
from in front of the flagpole. 

“The U.S, Marine Corps has a long tradition as one of 
the most efficient machines in anyone's army. I want 
tradition upheld, Recently there have heen a number of 
independently organised missions which have turned out (© 
be litthe more than abortive fiascos. This will not happel 
again. When we build this still, we'll do it in military 
fashion, Nothing's to be left to chance. Got that?” 

“Sir, sald the Lieutenant. 

“Right now |] want volunteers with a knowledge al 
enginetring and carpentry. Report to me in the Mess.” 

Most of the Russian fishermen had wandered over to s¢¢) 
what was going on. When Ace dismissed the men Bor) 
and Ushakov walked over to him. b 

“What's a still?” asked Ushakov. 

“Equipment for making alcohol.” 

“Alcohol?” 

“Sure, were going to make our own hooch.” 

“That's dangerous: unless you really know what youl 
doing,” said the Russian scientist. “You have chemist 
with you?” 

"No, but we have Zeke. They make a lot where he 
comes from.” 

“I think ['d better speak to Major Corrigan,” said) 
Ushakov. 

He walked to the queue growing outside the Mess. The 
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He is, from endless tradition, the bread winner. 


If he is to survive in a world where the competition 
is increasingly fierce he must always strive to 
be better than the next man. And if the best 1s 
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at work, at home; 1n his food, his car, his clothes. 
So more and more he buys his clothes — for work or 
play — in the Bradmill fabrics he trusts. 
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Major saw him and beckoned 
him in, 

“Hi. Usha. 
do for you?” 

“T wish to help with your 
alcohal. TP have experience of 
this at university. Much can 
go wrong if care is not taken: 
‘Temperature is most critical. 
Otherwise you get fusel oil 


What can I 


which can kill or blind.” 


“You're on,” said Gor- 
rigan, “We'll make you chief 
distiller. I'm sure Gin Jim 
will understand.” 

Ushakov 
thoughtful, 

“T think,” he said slowly, 
“[ know where we should 
build the still. ‘There is in 
the cave a small natural gas 
seepage, This makes the bad 
smell We can use the gas 
to fire the boiler. Also we 
have much copper pipe 


looked 


| aboard the Kirov, and weld- 


ing guns.” 

“Great,” said Corrigan. 
“We MN build the still, You 
run it.” He looked up and 
signalled Hennessey. 

“Sergeant, he said, “I 
want you to make it clear to 
all the men that Professor 
Ushakov is now an honorary 
captain im the U.S. Marine 
Corps. Fle'll see to mu that 
nothing goes wrong with the 
distilling. He'll be obeyed 
absolutely as far as this 
Operation is concerned.” 

Boris togk over the cook- 
ing for the time it took to 
build the still Zeke was 
Fully occupied as technical 
adviser ro the engineers. 
There was considerable can- 
nibahsation of the Draitri 
Kirev. Temperature gauges 
disappeared from the 
engines, The welding guns 
were again lowered from the 
trawler’s deck and sparks 
flew from burning metal. 

Zeke was a perfectionist. 
joint was carefully 
brazed on the large copper 
boiler, One of his pressure 
cookers was adapted to make 
an airtight lid for the main 
container, Gleaming copper 
condensation pipes twisted 
their way out of the top of 
the boiler and were fed, in a 
large coil, through a sea- 
water cooling tank. 

From there they can down 
to the alcohol collecting 
point where the liquid would 
be caught in bottles, 

The huge gleaming 
apparatus was supported on 
adjustable legs over the 
fissure in the rock from 
which the gas was leaking. 
Temperature was to be con- 
trolled by the height of the 
still above the fire. A small 
hand-pump led fresh sea- 
water up to the cooling tank. 
Another rubber hose led the 
waste water away. 

Cables from the trawler 
carried electricity to light 
the cave. And an ingenious 
air-conditioning plant, driven 
by a tyreless wheel of the 
jacked-up jeep, blew fresh 
air to the back of the cavern. 
It was a masterpiece in 
Moonshine enginecring. 
Zeke’s family would have 
been proud to have owned it, 

Finally, in true moon- 
shiner manner, the cave was 
camouflaged with the 
Marine's netting, rocks, small 
boulders, and seaweed, 

While the still was being 
completed, Boris made the 
mash to Zecke's instructions, 
It fermented in sterilised 
drums on the leeward side of 


the Island. Every scrap gi) | 
waste veettable Hele re q 
into the cans. After a 
of days they bubbled a 
volcanically in the hot a | 
The making of thal wi ' 
was the first big co-operap 
exercise in the Island's. ty ! 
tory. Even those not ac ively { 
involved in its building ng 
the preparation of the m ia | 
couldn't he kept ayy] | 
There were so many, an 
times, that Ushakov ration 
visiting hours, as the | robber. a 
necking interfered ihe 
work. y 
Finally, the still wag rendy, 
The interior of the cave pe 
looked more like a & 
than a grotto. The why 
washed walls reftected jhe! 
bright light of the fliarescey 
tubes. The polished copper 
shone, its surface unm ie 
by so much as a fince pin. 
The floor was levelled 4 nd 
covered with coconut mit. 
Ling. 


Ushakov stood, his @iy 
gleaming, beside the sil, | 
sOtie mad scientist with’ hi, 
Lae THoOmSster. 


“Right,” he told Zeke, ! 
think it's Sd to work. | 


the mas 
“Tne: see 


was rolled into the cave a 
its contents ladled into | 
boiler. It reeked even 
than the gas outlet. U 
checked the mash level. | 
tightened down the lid. 
“Get the Major, ” he sai 


Corrigan came € 
down to the cave. 


“Ready to light the aj,” 
said Ushakov. “Tt is yout 


honor.” | 


The men called to each 
other and gathered in silence 
at the entrance to the cive 
All the Island's inhabjtants 
were present. 

Rhodes reached into he 
pocket and pulled out ha 
cigarette lighter, He held it 
at arm's length and flipped 
the catch. Corrigan rolled 
fat spill of paper and 
to the weak flame. The met 
held their breath. 

The Majar turned, 
stopped, and tossed the taper 
beneath the still. There: ws 
a whoosh as the gas igniftt 
A blue flame kissed the — 
of the copper boiler, & 
burnished walls dulled. The 
crowd = cheered. Ushakev 
smiled in a professional way 

After that no one 
to leave the cave. They sa 
in the warm evening air 
the rocks outside tht 
entrance. They knew it 
would he hours before the 
first drop of spirit fell fro 
the end of the copper pipe 
into the bottle, but (hey 
wanted to be there when it 
happened. 


They sang softly 
Mischa’s balalaika. 
brought over trays of 
and thick ham Ye iwi 
The jeep engine chugged an 
The warm air thar now blew 
from the cave had lost 
objectionable smell. Jt sm 
of boiling cattle food. J 
Rhodes it was perfume. 


“Watch the tempera | 
most carcfully,” -said 
kov. ““Too low and we wor! 
get anything. Too high and i 
will be spailt.” | 


i 
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ro his eyes On the temn- 

alin hey jacked up 
the still begs slightly as the 
‘emperature rose A fraction. Tr 
dropped back to the red line the 
scientist had painted on the dial. 
“Good,” he saith. 

“Look, everybody,” shouted 
Suki, "Look here.” He pointed to 
the end of the copper ptpe that 
ray into the battle. 

There was-a scuffle outside the 
cave as men tried fo push their 
way in, A small drop of clear 
liquid was beginning to form, It 
swelled slowly, Finally, mt fell 
noiselessly to the bottom of the 
howle, A second began to form. 

There was a cheer from the 
men, 

"Che blows,” shouted Morelli 

“th said Rhodes. “Nectar.” 

The drip became a dribble. The 
bottom of the bottle was covered, 
It began to fill. By morning, they 
had three bottles. 

"Test it yet?” asked Rhodes, 
who'd allowed himself two or 
three hours’ sleep. The distilling 
crew had worked right through 
ihe night. 

“Not yet,” said Ushakov. “Soon 
T wall test.” 

Corrigan and Rhodes carried 
the three bottles out mio the day- 
light and stood them on a flat 
rock. 

“It looks all right,” sard Cor- 
rigan. 

“Will be too strong,” said 
Ushakov, “Get me glass, please.” 


H: poured a tumb- 


lor of the clear liquid and then 
drew a-small hydrometer out of 
the breast pocket of his white 
ecat. He lowered it inte the glass, 
Like a doctor taking a reading 
fram lis thermometer, he studied 
the itistrament, 

“Ninety-nine point six degrees 
alcohol,” he said. “Wery good. 
Very pure, But much tea strong. 
We must make it weaker by half. 
Like this it will dehydrate fatty 
tissue in throat and stomach.” 

"Ah've got grapejuice, an’ pine- 

apple juice, an’ tamato juice, an’ 
condensed milk," said Zeke. “We 
can make it in plenty of flavors." 
We'll settle for the fruit 
juices,” said Corrigan. 
They poured the spirit back 
into its Bottle and carried the 
liquor over to the Mess. Fifteen 
minutes later, they had six bottles 
of dtink. Two of cach of the fruit 
avors, The tasting committee 
fonsisted of the distilling. crew, 
Ushakov, Corrigan, and Rhodes: 
They poured a small glass for 
each man. , 

A try," said Ushakov, He sip- 
ped his glass, then tossed i e 
' Ais, tossed it down 
mone gulp. “Stil! strong,” he 
sald "But is good.” 

_The others tried theirs. The 
liquid had a slightly musty flavor, 
Mir It was drinkable, And it was 
Aira 

bi 
mid Rhodes, Seomaes than gi." 

» A eves Watering. 

How much of this stuff do you 
Pn You can turn out each 
, ay a askin] Corrigan 

pe i emrht,” said Ushakov, 
ts ga ieapte sation eee 
Stock nilie . f ’ _ woth eas 

: a few bottles. 


N ie 
ae even Rhodes opposed this 
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Guards and security checks 
came back to Foul Rock that 
night. But it wasn't the. frontier 
they were protecting. [t was their 
Aladdin's Cave. The Russians and 
the Americans worked it in turn, 
They took their duties seriously. 
No one, apart from Ushakov and 
Corrigan, went into the cave 
without an official pass. Even the 
work teams were searched on the 


way out, 
Wight guard duties. became 
popular, because the guards 


earned an extra tot of liquor at 
midnight, The rest of the Islanders 
got one tot with their mornmeg 
coffee, and ane as a nightcap, 
They drank to Corrigan’s rerula- 
tions. There was no hoarding. 


Gradually the stocks of liquor 
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in the cave grew, and the rations 
increased. By the end of the first 
week there was a cellar of almost 
sixty bottles of the fruit-juice 
brandy. 

Corrigan's biggest difficulty was 
in deciding how the liquor should 
be dispensed, He didn't want the 
men to have too easy access Lo i. 
He couldn't sell it for cash. Many 
of the men had no money. He 
discussed the problem with 
Vorolokov. 

The Russian found a solution. 
He suggested that every job and 
chore on the Island should be 


allocated points, and that, in 
turn, the points would buy a 
class, a half-bottle, or a bottle of 
liquor. Catching a lobster earned 
five points, and five points. was 
worth a glass, Half a stone of 
mackerel equalled one lobster. 
Two nights’ work on the still was 
enough for a half-bottle of liquor. 
All the normal duties and jobs 
around the camp had their 
reward in points. 

The hooch points also became 
the Island's international 
currency. The Kussians and 
Americans used them as money 


in their nightly card games. and 
for gambling. The Russians found 
that the points for half a bottle 
of fruit-brandy would buy them 
a carton of American cigarettes, 
And Americans discovered that 
the pomts for half a dozen bottles 
of fruit-brandy could get them a 
camera or a pair of Soviet 
binoculars. 

The still continued to turn out 
its quota of spirits, Twice the 
Americans sent out emergency 
ratio calls for more fruit juice 
and vegetables. Corrigan claimed 
it Was @ precaution against scurvy, 
The aircraft flew in low over the 
Island and dropped the supplies, 
Again they fell neatly into the 
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and then sprinkled with sugar, 
The crispness and flavour of these superb 
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PS. it's a good year for Brockholl Raspberry Shortcake biscuits, too! 
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steau, and in the American 

cos, They (talked, they 
joked, they sing, and they 
drank, Often they gambled. 

Then sudden crisis burst 
into this happy state of 
affairs. 

“MA-JOR ... ™ Morelli 
swung himself round the 
corner of the Mess. “We got 
visitors. Look.” He pointed 
agi y out to sea. A small 
boat was approaching at high 


speed. 

Corrigan ran to _ the 
plateau. “Call assembly,” he 

Slowed 
The bugler half waded, 
‘half ran out of the sea, where 
he bad been swimming. He 
dived into his tent for his 
bugle, He crawled out and 
blew assembly while he was 
still rushing ok the 

rade ground. The men 
ccna everything. Rus- 
sians and Americans came 

Vorolokovy panted over. 
“What's the matter?" 

"Visitors. Get that barrier 
back, Make like we're nearly 
at war. That's how they'll 
expect to find us.” 

Vorolokev doubled to the 
trawler, shouting to his men 
as he ran, 

“Get the gate closed,” 
called Corrigan, “Get the 
rocket uncovered. Get your- 
wlves dressed and collect 
your weapons. You," he 
‘pointed to Morelli, “On 
fuard. Quick.” 


One by one the Marines 
crawltd half-naked into 
tents, They stumbled out 
again, buttoning up denims 
and fastening boots. 


“| ee cover was 


OF the rocket-launcher in 
seconds, 

“Aim it just above the 
trawler's bow, so you've got 
the bridge in your sights,” 
shouted Ace. “Gee her 
Ries Look like you're 

ME to use it." The men 
“fouched beside the weapon. 

ni Sar up ta Voro- 
* pie e bridge—“How's 

‘The Russian cki 

Pper gave 
| oe the thumbs-up ie 
p ine,” he shouted. “Hut 
“Ont press trigger.” 
Pa hide the bottles in 
sl Meas, reminded the 
Men is iS A War zone. 

ro It look like action.” 
he Russian side the 
earls nOos-cone of the 


Mcket arced out 
: of the 
rawler's hull and hung 
reateningly thirty feet 


| o We the deck. Vorolokov 
iPped a machine-cun into 
-PIGce on the trawler’s baw. 
the peut Watchtower beside 
up th Tier, Vasili clambered 
hae ladder collecting the 
att drying washing as 
| hihoee He rolled it into a 
; att on it, while nurs- 


fat Hagncs: inefun. The 


VE thoy 
cho 
SS Auyrn, 
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the dis st ttontier, hauling 
Netog behind him, 





Mischa and Ace pushed 
the wire barrier back into 
place and chained it to the 
metal siakes driven into the 
rocks. “See you later, Mish,” 
smiled Ace, looking at the 
Russian through the high 
fence. 

The boat was flying the 
Stars and Stripes. I[t was 
now only fifty yards away 
from the Island. 

“If we've forgotten any- 
thing,” said Corrigan quietly 
to Ace, “it's too late now. 
Guards,” he shouted; “Get 
down to the beach and help 
that boat." 

“suki, sir,” called Morelli, 

Corrigan looked in the 
direction of the Marine's 
pointing hand. The large 
Filipino was  clambering 
down the rope ladder of the 
Dmitn Kirov. He saw the 
American boat approaching, 
and the sudden change in the 
Island, and climbed back up 
again. 

Corrigan turned back 
toward the landing area. As 
he did so, he caught sight of 
a figure emerging from the 
latrines. “Holy Cow, Igor!" 
The Major almost panicked. 
“Hennessey,” he shouted. 
“That man," he waved 
wildly at the Cossack, 

Hennessey's reactions were 


UE 


FROM THE BIBLE 


®@ Be ye therefore followers 
of God, as dear children; 
and walk in love, as Christ 
also hath loved us. 

— Ephesians 5; 1, 2. 


quick. He grabbed the 
startled Igor and  frog- 
marched him to the cook- 
house tent. “Get him a 
uniform Zeke and keep him 
outa the way.” 

The boat crunched on to 
the beach. Surrounded by 
armed American sailors sat 
a white-haired, grandfatherly 
figure, with a professional 
smile. 

Ai,” it called to Corrigan. 
“Gome to see my boys.” 

“Oh, no,” thought the 
Major. “Not the Alabama 
Fireball.” But, aloud, he 
greeted the visitor. “Good to 
see you again, sir." 

senator Alvin Bernard 
Courtney Soupe, known in 
the Senate as Alphabet, leant 
on the arm of a young 
matelot and stepped over the 
side of the boat. He walked 
up the beach, his fat hand 
extended, A camera-carrying 
naval officer followed a few 
steps behind. The shutter 
clicked repeatedly as he 
recorded the front-line visit 
for official release to the 
American Press, 

Stnator Soupe 
Corrigan's hands. 

“Gotta let you boys know 
the folks hack home are 
thinking of you, You're doing 
a fine job. A handful of 
tough American boys facing 
the challenge to the Free 
World. We're proud of you. 
Show me around, I want to 
see everything. I[ want to 
mect everyone. You're no 
forgotten outpost. I'm gonna 
tell everyone about you when 
I get home.” 

“Happy to have you here, 
sir,” said Corrigan. He 
remembered that back home 
it was election year. 

“I hear you guys are hav- 


clasped 
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ing a tough time. How are 
the men taking it?” 
“Always full of spirit, sir,” 
said Corrigan truthfully, 
“What about the Reds?" 
"I don't think they can 
take much more. We keep 
‘om bottled up.” 


“Great, great. This here 
the frontier?" the’ Senator 
asked superfluously, pointing 
at the wire. “And is that a 
Ruskie?" 

On cue, Lev put on a 
ferce look. He jerked the 
fat Rasputin to his feet, The 
dog caught sight of Zeke 
standing in the background 


and pulled at the leash, Ley | 


barked, 

“That's a man-eater if 
there ever was one,” said 
Soupe. 

“A real killer, sir.” Cor- 
rigan winked across the 
barrier at Lev. 

The clicking of the camera 
shutter only stopped when 
the photographer changed 
spools, Morelli stood by the 
wire, his carbine at the ready, 
staring iron-faced across the 
frontier. 

“Been on guard long 
soldier?” asked Soupe, : 

“All night, ‘sir, Some- 
thing's brewing on the other 
side." 

“Great. Great,” 
turned to the photographer, 
“Shoot one of me with this 
man. I'm proud to know 
you, son.” He grabbed the 
Marine's hand and postured 
for the photographer, The 
shutter clicked. 

“Show me more,” said 
soupe. Corrigan led him to 
the parade ground, where 
Hennessey was working out a 
drill squad. 

“Left, right, left, about 
turn. “Left, right, left, about 
turn.” he bawled. The men 
covered three lengths of the 
diminutive parade ground in 
nine paces. “Halt. Right 
face.’ As Tennessey saw the 
VIP arrive, he shouted: 
“Present arma." There was a 
smart slap as the men 
obeyed. 


soupe was impressed. 
“Wareat. (Great. Never seen 
better.” 


“Thank you, sir,” said 
(lorrigan, 

“What's the orange tent?” 
asked Soupe. 

“They're not allowed off. 
They. stay in the tent most of 
the time. They claim its a 
sort of Embassy.” He hoped 
as he said this that Rhodes 
would keep out of sight. The 
Major knew that the solicitor 
and Colling had drunk too 
much breakfast. 

Corrigan tried to steer the 
Senator into the Mess, but 
Soupe wanted a full tour. MMe 
examined the rocket- 
launcher, He visited every 
latrine, Tle tugg¢d at the 
chains in all the showers and 
he crawled in and out of the 
pup tents. The camera kept 
clicking. He admired the 
store, Where Corrigan just 
had time to slip a pair of 
Russian binoculars behind a 


counter. Then he strode 
purposely toward the cook- 
tent. 


With @ shiver, Corrigan 
remembered Igor. He tried 
again to lead Soupe inte the 
Mess. Again he failed. 

“lL want to see the cook,” 
said Soupe, nodding in the 
direction of the cookhouse. 

“Ull call him owt,” the 
Major offered hopefully. 


To page 73 


Soupe | 





MAKE YOUR OWN GARDENING BOOK 


CLIMBERS for VARIETY 


@® Creepers, beautiful as well as 

useful, often provide shade or 

screening where there is no room 
for trees or large shrubs. 


By ALLAN SEALE 


“REEPERS as fence covers between 
* groups of shrubbery give plensant 
variation and allow space for drifts of 
annuals, perennials, or ground cover, 
giving small gardens a more spacious 
appearance, 

Creepers aren't hard to maintain if 
you give the more rampant vines. a 
certam area, then periodically remove 
any growth straying beyond this limit. 

Keep new growth off the ground, as 
wisternia, Bignonia rosea, and same of the 
jasmines are inclmed to root down or 
layer where canes touch sou, and could 
get out of hand. 

The main time to check the plants 
in late spring and early summer. Cut 
of hase canes that cannot be trained 
upward close to the maim. stem. 

Of the plants Listed, the only true 
seli-clinging creepers are the ivys 
Hederas), ficus, Bignonia tweediana, 
and virginian creepers (Parthenocissus). 
Others are twining plants, and need 
support such as lattice, wires, or light 
ties to train them until self-supporting. 


CHOOSE FROM THESE 
ANTIGONON. Crinkled, light green, 


heart-shaped leaves almost hidden in 
summer by sprays of amall, rosy-coral 
Howers, Dies down to ground level the 
first winter, Best m warm position. 
Needs frost protection. 


Gardening Book, Vol. 4— page 35 


BOUGAINVILLEA. Flamboyant summer 
display on vigorous, woody vines. 
Bright purple B. magnifica trailii grows 
in all but cokl mountain regions and 
southern areas, Crinison Mrs. Butt and 
dusty-pink Rosea stand light frosts 
only, Rosea is spring-fowering. 

CLEMATIS montana rubens, Graceful 
twining plant spangled in spring with 
soft, pink, starry flowers, 2-Sin. across. 
Best in cool districts, preferring deep, 
rich, motst, but well-drained, sol, 
Results best when plant is in full sun, 
roots in shade. Deciduous, winter 

FICUS pumila (was stipulata). Hardy, 
vigorous, self-clinging; small, pointed 
oval foliage fiat against surface it 
covers, Larger, leathery adult foliage 
stems from established vines: Cut back 
to keep neat. F,. pumila minima, 
Miniature form of above, Graceful on 
small walls, pillars, large boulders. 

GELSEMIUM sempervirens, Carolina 
jasmine. Delightful evergreen, covered 
in early spring with sweetly scented, 
yellow, capshaped bells about fin 
long. “Twining habit. All but coldest 
districts. 

HARDENBERGIA comptonia. Twining 
Australian native; sprays of lilac-blue 
flowers, spring. All but coldest and 
tropical regions. 

HEDERA, ivy. Attractive, selfi-cling 
cover for walls, fences, tree stumps, 
etc. H. helix, the English ivy, is the 
best-known dark green form. H. cana- 
riensis variegata is a laree-leafrdl, 
Vigorous, Variegated form Both row 
in all climates, but H. helix is best 
in very cold districts 

JASMINUM, jasmine. Vigorous ever- 
ereens for all but colel southern ane 
mountain districts Jj. grandiflono 
has oval-petalled, star-like flowers, mnt 
of year; shrubby growth, fragrant 
J. sambac is lorger foliaged. white 
flowerrd; cany -crowth as bush of 
climber J. pelyanthum — rapidly 
twining; showered with pink-hudded 
fray Foret wh I te Hower, ra rly Sri e 
only. Foliage tends to burn in hot, 
dry. or frosty conditions 


Cut out and paste 
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CLEMATIS montana rubens 


BAUHINIA scandens, Beautiful creeper 
with typical bauhinia twin foliage, 
but m dainty, fern-like form; pinkish 
bronze in young stages. The showy 
Howers are to scale; soft pink, rosy- 
red anthers, Best in warm coas 
districts. 

BIGNONIA. All but coldest tableland 
districts. B. cherere (now Phoedranthus 
buccinatorius) is, scll-clinging. Showy, 
red, tubular flowers, summer. Ever- 
green most districts, B. indiana (now 
lytostoma callistecioides )—handsome 
evergreen, glossy, oval foliage, large, 
lavender, jacaranda-like Howers, 
spring/dummer, B,. rosea (now Pod- 
ranca frichsoliana) — clusters larce, 
pink flowers, summer; deciduous, most 
districts. Inclined to sucker and layer 
freely. B. tweediana, cat's claw (now 
Doxantha wnguis-cati) — zelf-clinging; 
emall, deep green foliage, massed with 
large, boeht yellow trumpets, late 
spring. B. venusta (now Pyrostegia 
venusta) ——showy in winter, with a 
mantle of tubular orange blooms in 
tight clusters. Deciduous, or partly, 
for short ‘time ently. 


LONICERA, honeysuckle. L. caprifolium 
—hbunches fragrant fowers, yellow to 
pink, spring, 

MANDEVILLEA, Dark green, heart- 
shaped foliage: white, fragrant, trum- 
pet flowers in summer. Warm, frost- 
free areas, 

PARTHENOCISSUS tricuspidaria (was 
Ampeleopsis}, virginian creeper, Self- 
clinging; large, ivy-like foliage, rich 
rec/eold, autumn. Passiflora edulis, 
passionfruit. Large, handsome, glossy 
foliage, intriguing flowers; delicious 
fruit, summer/autumn, Best in warm 
coastal areas. Protect from frosts. 

OUTSOUALSS, rangoon creeper. Summer 
clusters of starry, tubular Hfowers, 
changing buff, to pink, to deep scarlet. 
First shrubby, then twines vigorously, 
in warm coastal areas. 

RHYNCOSPERMUM (now = trachelo- 
spermum), Dark green foliage almost 
covered with creamy-white, star-like, 
heavily fragrant fHowers, summer, 
Twining or spillover. Evergreen, 

SOLANDRA nitida, golden cup. Spec- 
tacular, balloon-like buds, then witle- 
mouthed golden trumpets Hin. across 
Vigorous evergreen; cany growth in 
warm Coastal arcas 

STEPHANOTIS, Madagascar jasmine. 
Leathery, oval, evergreen foliage; 
clusters of waxy, fragrant, tubular, 
white flowers, spring. Warm position: 
frost protection 

SENECIO macroglopsis, German ivy. 
Brittle, ivy-like foliage; buff-yellow 
daisy flowers, most of year. Evergreen. 

THUNBERGIA gibsonii. Kapid, soft 
ereen, heart-shaped foliage: rounded, 
boilliant orange flowers, most months. 
Beat in warm, frost-free podition. 

VIRGINIAN creeper. Sec parthenocissus 

VITIS Alicante Bouchet, ornamental 
srape. Vieorous grape foliawe, colormg 
richly in autumn. Deciduous, 

WISTERIA. Well known for its beaut 


ful, Javender-bluc spring display 
Decicdiucius, Weems, Flower well Li 
all but ndrtherm tropical regions. 
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n't want fo 
era his work.” 
Sx e went in. a, 
z A on #5 

a the far ghee ds his head 
down, peeling, his way 
ti ough a tottering pyramid 
of peor. ‘The extra-thick 
veel he carefully washed and 
nut neatly into the still’s 
i caneniation drum at his 
‘ade 2, He was wearing one of 
the fall Kentucky cook's 
| amp 4 combat suits. Zeke's 

roel helmet almost rested on 
J eafe shoulders. He could 
he ye taken his feet out of 
the boots without unlacing 


44 
ia) rir 


ae ig 


= 


in front of 
rure, and tried 


cook?” asked 


you Sia son?” 


“Nothing else but, sir.” 
“That's my Southern boys. 
Greatest sense of humor in 
la States,” he said to 
vigan. The Major gave a 


tile. 
's he?” Soupe pointed 


at Igor. 


Ssenican tried 
wo think of a name, but 
ata “He's Corrigan,” 
he said. 

| “fur that’s your name,’ 


"Yeah." Corrigan's brain 
| was @ tangled confusion, He 
never panicked i in battle. But 
here, in 2 cookhouse tent, he 
. “He's, he’s... He's. my 
it .. my aunt's 
. my cousin, 


“Ab, no favoritism here," 
noted Soupe. “Fine democra- 
tic ae ce you run, Major, 
© over here, hoy. " He 
ned to Igor, “What's 
Fit name, son?" 

wig sail Igor. 
“That's an unusual name.’ 
& igor dooked Cross. oMany 


d Mozdok i 
ks ied I a hs 
Igor." 


Me om idok >" 
es, sir,” interrupted 
| Gortgt, "Mordok, New 


dete i 
i some of you Yankees 
Sap strange accents,” said 
Se 

ut Ca rrigan touched the 
rs Ree jerked 
+ in t rection of 
1 he oe Soupe followed 


lm satry, sir,’ he said 


battle fatigue. He 
“ for everything 
id a sclf into the 
bias e's getting his 
apeech hack now. He's a 
mye kid.” 
oer very thin,” said 
a Soupe with concern. 
| aie said Corrigan, “You 
os iW, he filled that unifarn 
pre he first arrived. He 
es moeat, §=We think it's 
‘Wee ational therapy for him 
oo WOH ‘ag the cookhouse. 
wie Ti looks after Aim." 
=a fet him a medal.” 
Ss es ai blazed with 


sated 


. “No, aoa do that,” 
“You'll 


aie gan hastily. 
aa g. | mean, a 
wiresy will remund him of the 

It might set back his 


! treatm eri.’ 
a, ah take him out -with me 
Bai Said Soupe, “The 
Hier “nt-will want to meet 
ct get him on tele- 
re in FS 2A 
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vision. I'll make him a 
national hero. I'll get him 
the best medical. treatment 
there is. I'd be proud to 
have a son like him.” 

Appalled, Corrigan tried 
vainly to think of a way to 
stop Soupe's enthusiasm. 

“Believe me, sir. I think 
he'd be better here with his 
friends.” 

“No, I insist. Just think 
what this boy’s sacrifices will 
do for morale back home.” 
The Senator was almost sob- 
bing with emotion. 

Corrigan thought urgently. 
“Senator, he's my nephew. 
Please let me handle it my 

“way.” 

But Senator Soupe saw 
Igor as his passport to re- 
election. “Major, can’t you 
see what this would do for 
the Marine Corps?” 

“Only too well, Senator.” 

“Then why don't you let 
me ask the hes whether he 
wants to come with me?" 
Before Corrigan could reply, 


the Senator shouted, “Igor. 
Igor Corrigan.” 

Igor stumbled into the 
open. 

“Here, son," said the 





“How would 
you like to-come to the 
Inited States with me?” 
Delight: flooded Igor’s 
eyes. “Da,” he said. “Much 
very.” 
“Now, hear that, Major. 
He called me Dad.” 
Corrigan was stunned. He 
visualised himself on the 
parade ground, his epau- 
lettes and buttons being torn 
of, and his sword being 
broken over his head in the 
traditional manner. Eternal 
disgrace would grip his 
military family. His father, a 
colonel, would be ostracised 
from his bridge club. 
Soupe burst into Gorri- 
gan’s unhappy thoughts. 


Senator, gently, 


‘ 1 must have a pic ture 
with this boy by~ the 
barrier.” He took Leor's arm 


and walked him slowly over 
to the wire. Zeke watched, 
open-mouthed, fram the 
cookhouse door. He could 
see ignominy heaped on the 
whole unit. It was going to 
be either them or Tror, he 
thought. 

Soupe turned to his 
photographer. “Try to get 
that big cruel - looking 
Russian in the backeround.” 
He nodded his head at Suki, 
who, dressed in a blue boiler- 
suit, now stood by Lev on 
«the Russian side of the 
frontier, Suki wag absent- 
mindedly cocking and un- 
cocking a Russian sub- 
machinegun he held under 
his arm, 

The shutter clicked again 

“Gne more; said the 
photographer. Igor beamed. 

“I reckon, Major," said 
Soupe to the defeated 
Major. “They ought to pay 
you guys double to have to 
look at such a mean and 
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ugly Toonkey as that one.” 
He pointed through the wire 
at U.S. Marine Suki, who 
leered back, 

Major Corrigan — stared 
dumbly at the Filipmo. 
“That one's a born trouble- 
maker,” he said loudly. 

Zeke called Igor into the 
cookhouse. There was juat 
one chance that might save 
them all, he thought, “You 
want to please that man, 
Igor?” 

"Ta. ot 

“When he speaks to you 
next time, just say this to 
him.” He rapidly taught 
Igor a short, pithy sentence, 
hurling obscene insult at all 
Southerners, 

Igor rehearsed his. lines, 
“Fine,” said Zeke, crossing 
his fingers. 

Igor walked back to join 
the Senator and Corrigan at 
the frontier, The Kentucky 
cook looked up at the ceiling 
of the tent. “Gran'pappy, 
please forgive me for 
blasphemin' your memory,” 
he whispered. Then he stood 
and listened. 

He didn’t have to wait 
long. There was a sudden 


explosive oath from the visit- 

ing dignitary, 
“pergeant 

shouted 


Hennessey," 
Corrigan, Hen- 
Hesscy ran to the Major's 
side, “Arrest this Marine,” 
blazed Corrigan, pouting at 
the still-smiling Igor. “Take 
him away, Lock him up. Get 
him out of sight. I don't 
want to sec him again for 
30 days.” 

Hennessey dragged the 
startled Cossack behind the 
orange tent. 

“Aren't you being a bit 
too hard?” asked Soupe, 
“Maybe it’s his battle 
fatigue.” 

“He's like this all the 
time,” he said. “I tried to 


wam you. He hates 
Southerners. Insults them at 
every chance. Thoroughly 


unpredictable character.” 
“Pity,” said Soupe. “T 

could have done a lot for 

him,” He thought of his fickle 


electors. 

The Senator's duty tour of 
inspection was over. He 
refused lunch. “Haven't 


time. Got to get back to the 
fleet.” He was suddenly in a 
hurry. “I'll try to -get you 
boys some entertainment,” he 
told the Marines vathering 
on the shore to see him off. 
“You're doing a fine job, 
boys,” 

As his boat pulled away, 
(Corrigan tured to Zeke. 

“Thanks for the help with 
Igor, Zeke. You did us all a 
bie favor. Put up an extra 
stripe. You just made 
scrpeant.” 

Zeke smiled. The insult to 
Gran'pappy's memory had 
been erased. 


communication 
Islanders and 


Radio 
between the 


the outside world was 
minimal. Days passed with 
the transceiver lying silent, 
but a few days after the 
Senator's visit it began buz- 
zing wildly. 


“Mail, supplies, and a 
special delivery,” called 
Corrigan to the men. 


“There's a landing craft on 
the way,” 

There was a cheer from 
the Marines: This was the 
first mail since their arrival 
on the Island. Supplies were 
always welcome, 

“Get over and warn Usha 


that we're going to have 
more visitors,” Corrigan 
told Ace. “At least we've 


got a bit of warning this 
time, And tell him to put 
Igor in chains until the ship 
leaves.” 

Getting the Island pre- 
pared for visitors was #asy 
this time. The ‘men had 
benefited from the panic of 
the previous week, Corrigan 
held a roll call, Everyone 
was present. 

“Right,” he said, “Stay 
put. Sergeant Hennessey, 
check every tent and hut and 


make- sure Igor isn’t in our | 


half. I couldn't go through 
that again.” 

Fiverything was orderly 
and suitably warlike by the 


time the landing = craft 
beached itself on the Island. 
It was manned by Grunts 


from the meri 's own 
Company back with the 
Fleet. 


“What's it like here, 
Morelli?” shouted one of the 
The TL. 

“Man, it's number ten. We 
never know when we might 
eet action. See that ship.” 
He pointed at the trawler. 
“And that big rocket. It's a 
baby nuke. A Red pokes the 
button and it goes up twenty 
miles, Then it comes down. 
Right about here.” 

“Holy cow!” said _ the 
visiting Grunt, tossing Suki 
a mailbag. 

“Twenty-four-hour guards, 
weapon training, three drill 
parades a day,” Suki pout in. 

“It's a nerve war,” added 
Morelli. “Them Reds never 
let up. Try being followed by 


a gun sight everywhere you | 


eo, Aim't relaxing.” 

“Darlings,” said a voice 
from the landing craft. 

“Funny,” 
Hennessey. “Draft Board 
must be getting careless.” 
“Darlings,” said the voice 
again. “Darlings, give me 
a hand with my bageage.” 

“Gut the comedy, soldier,” 
shouted Hennessey angrily 
“This ig a war zone. Carry 
your own baggage.” He 
turned to the men on the 
beach. “Get those supplies 
unloaded, fast.” 

An oddly-shaped Marine 
staggered from the landing 
craft, weirhted down with 
suitcases, Corrigan stared. It 
was a 
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saul Suki to | 


strange build for a | 


“If you don’t wear extraordinary clothes when you 
go out, yor DO look extraordinary.” 





the 








Were such angry words justified 
or wae it-you? Perhaps you arc 
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Grunt, he thought, but a classic 
shape for a woman, It was 4 
woman! What threw him was he'd 
never before seen a 36-23-36 inch 
combat suit on a 38-23-36 heure 

a female's at that! She over- 
flowed, 

“Preceeze , . .” shouted Corri- 
gan, as realisation came to all the 
Marines and there was a stampede 
toward her. His commanding 
voice penetrated the tattoo of 
combat boots on the rocks. The 
men stopped, frozen in a collec- 
tion of exaggtratedly ridiculous 
poses. Corrigan picked his way 
through the khaki statues. 

As he stopped in front of her, 
she shook her long copper hair 
back off her face and looked up. 
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Her eyes were like green traffic 
lights. Her flickering eyelashes 
signalled “go-ahead.” She smiled. 

“Tm Dreamy.” 

“Ye-es.' said Gorrigan. 

“Dreamy Knights.” 

There were groans of ecstasy 
from the statues. 

“I'm a performer,” she 
breathed 

“T'll bet,” said a doven voices. 

“Get on with the unleading,” 
Corrigan ordered, 

"TE you're Major Corrigan, 
I've got a letter for you.” 


She handed him an envelope. 
It was a note from Senator 
Soupe. Scribbled calculatedly on 
the back of an electionéering 
pamphlet, It read: “Promised 1 
wouldn't forget the boys. Thanks 
for your hospitality, Nothing's 
too good for you, | asked them 
to send you Boh Hope,” 

Corrigan looked up. Her per- 
fume engulied him 

“Sorry, said Dreamy. “Bob 
had to go on a Far East tour. 
You've got to have me,” 

“I have?” asked Corrigan. “I 
mean, glad you're with us.” 


The landing craft was backing 
off the beach. The Marines 
shouted their goodbyes. 

“Bring us a package like this 
every time you come,” yelled 
Morell. 

Corngan ied the girl up to the 
Mess. There was no shortage of 
porters for her luggage. 

“What she do?” asked Hen- 
nessey. 

Dreamy turned her green eyes 
on the men. She wiggled her hips. 
“TI sing and dance, Sergeant.” 


“Wowereee,”” shouted the 
Marines. 

“Are you staying long?” asked 
Corrigan. 


“As long as you need me,” 
breathed Dreamy. 
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By mutual and unspoken agsen 
it was decided it would be safeg 
not to .tell the new arrival th. 
rue situation on the Island fa, 
the time being. The guards wep 
relaxed but the men stayed jp, 
their uniforms and on their owp 
sides of the wire for the rest gf 
the day. 

Tt wasn't easy finding accom. 
modation for the guest. Victors 
made the generous sacrifice, Shp 
moved Albert out of his compan: 
ment. He accepted Igor and is 
offer to share their cabin on th 
Dmitri Kirov. 

Morelli spent a couple of hoyn 
polishing and cleaning the Mes 
piano. Many of the higher nots 
were dead, and some of the ivy 
had lifted off the keys, but jf 
seemed to be almost in tune, — 


The tone-deaf Hennessey tested 
it. “Perfect,” he proclaimed. 

For the first time in week, 
only the Americans and British 
ate dinner together in the Mew 
Zeke had carefully made sop 
that there were only twenty-two 
chairs around the two long table 

“Sing for us,” asked Ace whén 
the last plate had been passed 
back to the ceokhouse. “Sing ii 
some love: songs.” 


D REAMY moved 


across to the piano. Morelli. 
switched off the main light) im 
the Mess. Dreamy sang. The 
applause seemed to grow louder 
after each number. An how 
later, she turned round to. her 
audience, 

“Sorry boys, that’s your quota 
for tonight.” 

The room was now thick with 
smoke, Morelli switched on. the 
lights. Dreamy was startled. The 
audience seemed to have doubled. 
Strange men, wearing thick 
sweaters and black uniforms, 
bowed to her as she walked back 
to her table. And there wa 
another girl, whom she ‘han’ 
seen before, standing by the door, 
smiling at her, : 

“Who are they?” she asked 
Victoria. 

“LH tell you later.” 

Corrigan saw her looking 
around and attracted her attention 
with a question, “Where did you 
work before?" 

“Around,” said Dreamy. 
“Around most places. Vaudeville, 
cabaret, nightclubs. FE like night- | 
clubs best of all.” 

“Nightclubs,” said Ace. “I 
haven't been in one since my las 
home furlough, Sure wish I could 
walk into the Orchid Room right 
now,” 

“T have not been in a night 
club for twenty-five years,” said 
a bearded face. “We do not have 
many in Russia.” 

Dreamy stared at him. 

Corrigan interrrupted quickly. 
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one . past Taps,” he said. 
ster Et the sack.” He took 
Dreamy by the arm. “I'll sme you 
and. Vieky hack to the tent. 

“ff he didn’t have the rank 
ne grumbled a voce. 


Corrigan had been worried 
about having to explain the 
wiruation to Dreamy. He needn't 
have been. She accepted it almost 
without comment. It meant more 
of an audience, [t meant more 
rei. 

When she pegged out her wash- 
ing, the morning after her artival, 
it Was almost a cabaret in itself, 
She couldn't have worm all the 
clothes: that she hung out, And 
she wouldn't have carried them 
round dirty. Black frilly briefs, 
Blue mini briefs, Crimson lace 
parties. 

At first the men tried to avoid 
being caught looking at the line. 
li was impossible. Victoria's 
washing, which had previously 
seemed interesting was now dull. 
Tanya's was matronly by com- 
parison. 

Albert looked at the bright line 
of underwear, fluttering a 
ems message im the warm 
bree, 

“Nelson bung out a signal jike 
that the day before the battle of 
Trafalgar,” he said. 

“Veate 

“Yep. It said, “England expects 
every man this day to do his 
duty.” 

“What happened?” 

“He got killed,” said Albert, 

“In the: rush?" asked Morell. 


a called 
over from the door of his tent. 
"Right, men. Lobster putrol. 
What's keeping you?” 

There was ay unwilling move- 
ment toward the boat. The flap 
of the orange tent was drawn 
hack and Dreamy stepped out. 

"Who's: Morelli?” she called. 

The Marines stopped and 
looked back. 

“Clan you come here?” she 
ake. 

Morelli blushed, and pushed his 
way through the men toward the 
tent. Dreamy took him by the 
ain and confidentially whispered 
sotiething in hiscar. They went 
irvaicle: 

“She's starting with the ugly 
Oned first.” said Syki. 

; Morelli’s head reappeared. 

bettor bo without me I'm 
teutsy 

"How come she wiunts “yeu, 
Micromet 7 

“she's heard abeut me.” Huis 
henel disappeared. There were 
Bran from the Maries 
vy a didn’t sce omuch of 
“Morehi all day. Every tinie they 
potied him, he was always with 
Gori, or with one of the pirls 
fe scuttled off without answer- 
Fg hese (eestions, He dodzed 
the day's dities. :- 
eee pelt phi fest 
Fives L Inte dinner. The 
then ioepen Russtans lined up, 
The ee eromne In Surprise. 
ie VS calves 
‘uTninare, 
ing, 

Haw 
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ist empty ci 
Even the paino was 


, We fom’ to eat?” asked 
neaey. 
“At on the rocks.” saint Zeke. 
i lauphed. Alone 
¥ the way, where's Dreamy?" 
Ellsmore asked! 
wut Chia. "a 
Rie d rather know. where Vic- 
Mis aid Albert 


ety he i" 
POU Fila day 


Are fs 
try me io 


“L haven't 
‘ He looked 
ine group of men as 





Ask for Buds 





though he was trying to decide 
who also was muissint. 

a a ti 
“Tanya's been very busy, too, 
said Yorglukoy, balancing his 
Food tray on his knees, and tear- 
ing a-strip of meat off the chicken 

leg. 

Wouch goings about,” sud 
itor. ‘Everybod not here. 
Boris also, | not-see Mischa,” 

“T thouweht we was pound to get 
entertainiwiernt with our meals,” 
said Ternnesscy. 

“Aint Zeke’s cookm' funny 
enoueh for your” asked Suki 

“Helle,” interrupted Albert, 
“Here's Victoria, She's in a bit 
of a state. 

Victoria was swinging down the 
rope ladder from the trawlers 
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deck, She had a smug leok. Her 
clathes: were dusty and her face 
was streaked with dirt. Her hair 
was tied back and covered with 
a scart. 

“You have been shining my 
ship; asked Vorolokay, 

“No, weve been fixing up your 
Mess for Dreamy. She wants to 
wive a sliciw tonight, 

“Great,” gaid Ace. “What 
time? 

“Any tame after eight.” She 
hurried back toward the trawler. 

“What about your dinner?” 
called Zeke. He didn't get an 


onAWwer. 


Victoria had said cight o'clock 
and the Marines and Russians 
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were determined mot to miss a 
minute of the promised treat, By 
a quarter to eizht-all the Island's 
mate inhabitants were standing 
expectantly on the deck of the 
Demiter Ktrav. Morelli was ruard- 
ing the top of the compantion- 
way leading down to the Mess 
‘The men waited impatiently. 
‘Then, at exactly cigzht o'clock, 
they heard Tanya's voice. 
“Open now,’ she called, 
Morelli was carned backward 
by the Niagara of men rushing 
down the ladder. The Russians 
They knew 
Some ol 


had the advantage 
exactly where to go 
the Marines nushed into cabins 
or fire-hoxse lockers. 


Eventually the men found 
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themselves. in a compacted group 
at the Mess door. Igor and the 
other Russian seamen were trying 
to read a large white notice pin- 
ned to the woodwork. 

“Dreamy's Dive Bar,” it said. 

“What it speaking?" asked 
[or 

“Try knocking,” called Ace 
over the heads of the men. 

Suki knocked, The men waited 
anxiously, After a moment the 
door opened a few inches then 
slowly Tanya opened it wider, 
The men walked in, Tt was 30 
dark inside that it took them a 
litle while to eet accustomed to 
the gloom 
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“Tmpossible.” Vorolokov 
stared. Beside him, Corrigan 
gave a startled exclamation. 

The Mess no longer re- 
sembled the trawler’s can- 
teen. The walls and deckhead 
were draped with fishing nets 
and lifcbelts. A couple of 
small anchors were crossed as 
the central decoration on the 
side walls. The American and 
Soviet flags hung side by 
side.on the end wall. 

The main light was 
covered by a deep orange 
shade, made from one of the 
plastic marker floats. It cast 
a wann glow over a munia- 
ture dance floor surrounded 
by tables, their scrubbed tops 
hidden under signal flags. On 
them stood bottles with 
yellow ship's candles stuck 
in their necks, The small 
flames were sucked and 
buffeted by the draught frorn 
the door. 

The cosy, intimate atmos- 
phere of the previously 
austere Mess was surprising. 
But ¢ven more astonishing 
were the outfits worm by 
Tanya and Victoria. 

They were both dressed 
alike im black tights from 
Dreamy's wardrobe. They 
wore close-fitting white sea- 
men’s sweaters, borrowed 
from the Russian bosun’s 
stores, belted at the waist so 
that they looked like the 
miniest of brief dresses. Both 
had their hair piled high and 
silver-foil coronets glistened 
as they moved. 

Mischa sat 


beside the 


in one corner. He 


BLO, 
played his balalaika softly as 
the men entered. [hey were 


almost too stunned to talk 
as Victoria and ‘Tanya 
showed them to their tables 
and took their orders for 
hooch. It was like a. dream. 
“Great,” said Ace, looking 
around, “Just great.” 


The men relaxed, the 
noise increased. Mischa 
boosted the volume and 
tempo of his music. The 


smoke from the men’s ciga- 
rettes hung in layers. They 
drank. ‘The atmosphere was 
complete. Mischa sang. The 
men jomed in. 


Lx music 


stopped. At exactly the right 
moment Dreamy made her 
entrance, The men cheered. 
She swept into the light. She 
dazzled them. Thousands of 
sequins on her ankle-length 
dress twinkled. The back- 
less, gown, cut well below 
her waist, had not a great 
deal more material at the 
front. She curtsied. Then she 
sang. 


Her repartee with = her 
audience was slick and prac- 
tized. Between songs, fhe 
flirted with the men. She was 
an expert. When she called 
for the men to sing with her, 
they sang. When she deman- 


ded silence, they scarcely 
breathed. When she finished, 
they cheered. 


Dreamy stepped over to 
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Corrigan and pulled him up 
on to the small dance floor. 
The men cheered again. The 
Major was the most envied 
man on the Island. 


“Came on,” said Victoria 
to Albert. They were joined 
by Tanya and Vorolokov. 
The girls were scrupulously 
fair. No man was allowed 
to dance with them for more 








waved to one side of the 


room. 

Morelli stood behind a 
long table where a sheet of 
white paper had been 
marked off in numbered 
squares. In the centre of the 
table was a circular disc 
halanced, like a cymbal, on 
a spike driven into a block 


of wood. Om the disc was 


i) Wty, 





than a few minutes, There 


were no. wallflawers, 


“And now,” called 
Dreamy, when at last 
Mischa's music stopped. “We 
offer you the facilities of the 
casino section of the Club. 
Honest Luigi Morelli, Head 
Croupier of Dreamy’s Dive 
Bar, invites you to join him 
at the roulette table.” She 


painted a pointer, When 
spun, the arrow came to rest 
opposite numbers painted on 
a dial on the white paper 
beneath. 

“Place your bets, gentle- 
men,” called Morelli. The 
men wandered over. Soon 
there was a crowd standing 
around the table. Hooch 
points changed hands. 


Dreamy'’s Club was a 
great success. Drinking, sing- 
ing, gambling, and dancing. 
The men refused to allow 
Tanya and Victoria to wait 
at tables, They were in too 
much demand as dancing 
partners. They seldom sat 
down for more than a few 
seconds. It was impossible 
for them to refuse to dance. 
Dreamy moved from one 
partner to another, 

Russian or American, it 
made no difference. She 
ruffled their hair, whispered 
in their ears. They gnnned, 
looked intoxicated, and 
argued good  humoredly 
when their dance was 
finished, 

“Come dance with me, 
again,” said Tanya to Voro- 
lokov. She reached down and 
pulled him to his feet. He 


gulped the drink he was 
holding and put the cup 
down on the table. 
“T am not good at 
dancing.” : 
“Dance,” insisted Tanya. 


She took hold of his hands 
and pushed them around 
her, then she put both her 
arms round his neck. “De 
you like our club?" she 
asked. 

“You must have worked 
very hard today.” 

“All day. 1 worked to 
please you especially, as you 
said you had not been to 
a nightclub for twenty-five 
years.” 

“It wasn't such a good 
club as this,” said Vorolokov. 



















“T'm too hot in hete. Wal 
you come on deck with me 
for.a few minutes?” Tany 
asked gently. = 

They danced their wage 
around the small floor itil 
they were opposite the dogg) 
Vorolokov led her out. They) 
climbed the companionway | 
and walked for'ard to they 
bow of the trawler. From 
below they could hear ihe” 
half-shouted conversation 
laughter, and music from the 
Mess. 

“How long have your 
known me?” asked Tanya, 

“Almost two years.” 

“And how long have J 
had a fiance?” | i 

“I didn't know that you) 
had.” 

“T haven't. I haven't beep 
out with a man in all thag 


ho 


“No?” said Vorolokoy 
He wondered what this wan) 
leading to. 5 

“You are an ald fool.” 

“T am an old fool,” re 
peated Vorolokoy. 

“For two years I haven 
been out with a man and) 
you haven't wondered why,” 

“T thought you were inter- 
ested in your work.” | 

“Vorolokov,” said Tanya 
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OLD AGE should be recog 
nized for the disease it is! 
You don't get old just be- 
cause the calendar says you 
are 30.or 60 or even 100. You 
get old because certain de- 
Fenerative changes take 
place in your body—changes 
that can be prevented (even 
corrected), Lelord Kordel 
has learmed the secret of 
keeping “young at 60"—and 
wants to share it with you. 
His secret is fully explained 
in a new 144-page book 
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2c to cover cost of handling. 
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firmly, “Captain Vorolokov. 
] have a request to make.” 

“Make it,” said Vorolokev, 

“T request that you marry 
me. 

Vorolokov was: speechless. 
Tanya turned until she was 
lockmg up at him. “I would 
like an answer, my Captain,” 

“Have you thought about 
this? You are very young, 
and I am old.” 

“T am not very young. You 
are not very old,” 

He drew her toward him 
and touched her soft cheek 


with his work-roughened 
hand. “Are you quite cer- 
tain?” 

eg 

“Then I grant you your 


request,” 
“T have another request, 


Captain.” 


“What is it this time?” 

“Will you kiss me?” 

When they returned to the 
nightclub half an hour later, 
it was like walking into a 


Montmartre cellar. Zeke's 
harmonica and Mischa’s 


piano-playmge had a  dis- 
tinctly Parisian sound. 
Dreamy lonnged against a 
comer of the piano, husking 
a Left Bank ballad, 

Tanya waited until the 
song was over and the men's 
cheering had died away. 
Then she clapped her hands 
the centre 
of the room. ‘Too late, Voro- 


lokov realised what was 
about to happen. 
“Comrades.” she sand. 
She looked happy and 
flushed. “I have news to 


give. Captain Vorolokov is 
asking to make me his mis- 
tress.” 


There were cheers from 
the Americans, 

Biv SHING 

apoplectically, Vorolokoy 


pushed his way to Tanya's 
side, put his arm round her, 
and announced firmly: 
“Tonight, | have asked 


Tanya Suvorova to be my 


wife.” He repeated it in 
| Russian. 
This time there were 


cheers from both sides, 

Victoria and Dreamy ran 
forward and kissed Tanya. 
It was too good an oppor- 
tunity for the men to miss, 
They crowded around, kiss- 
ing Tanya, kissing Dreamy, 
kissing Victoria. The Rus- 
sians even kissed Vorolokov. 
Not the Americans — they 
just shook his hand. 


Vorolokov was dazed He 
couldn't believe what had 
happened, 


“Vodka,” demanded Usha- 
koy, Then he remembered. 
“Hooch,” he corrected. “We 
drink a toast to their hap 
piness.” 

Comigan rose to his feet. 
He held his cup high, “To 
the Captain and his mate," 
he roared, Everyone drank. 

Dreamy ended the pro- 
gram oo by «doing a slow 
striptease, The noise became 
deafening, It was impossible 
to hear the music. But as 
she was about to remove her 
last Vital garments, Morelli, 
at a swift sign from her, 
risked] «assassination — he 
killed the lichts. In the dim- 
ness of the dying candles, 


both Dreamy and Morelli 
escaped. 

Dreamy's Dive Bar had 
certainly had a gala 
insueuration, 


Abert had ar last hit wpon 
4 plan. Every day for the 
past week, he'd awakened to 


a problem. A complex 
problem, he decided, He was 
a millionaire unable to spend 
his money, And he was 
equally unable ta spend any 
time alone with Victoria, 
The cave had been the 
only part of the Island that 
offered privacy, But since 
it'd become the distillery, it 
was guarded day and night. 
He'd thought of taking her 
gut in a boat, but he knew 
that the  safety-conscious 
Marines kept a binocular 
watch on the fishermen the 
whole time they were at sea. 


[It was the lonchtime 
lobster th ermidor that 
acemed the idea. It made 


him ill, [t was the one time 
when he could have done 
without Victorias company. 
But she came and put her 
arm around his shoulder. 
She was sympathetic, 

“Come and lie down in 
the tent for a while. I'll go 
and get Zeke.” 

Zeke had some medical 
knowledge. He examined 
Albert as he lay sweating 
and uncomfortable On 
Woietoria’s bed 

“You sure look sick,” said 
Zeke. “An” blotchy. If I 
didn't: know who cooked 
your meals, I'd think you'd 
been food poisoned.” 

The idea sprouted. 

“No.” hied Albert, “It's 
not what I've eaten. I used 
to be an ambulance cadet. 
I think I’ve por .. .” He 
thought quickly. His idea 
blossomed. “I think I've got 
Jacob’s Disease, It’s a mild 
form of summer cholera. 
It's not fatal. It only lasts 
a few days. Dreadfully con- 
tarious. Have to be isolated 
right away." 

“What's the treatment?” 

“Just rest, and cold com- 
presses on my head, day and 
night.” 

’ 1 ean do that,” said Zeke. 

“No, you might pass it on 
to the others with their food. 
It had better be someone 
who's already had contact 
with me and hasn't caught 
it. They might be immune.” 


He paused. “Maybe Vic- 
tora?” 

“Of course I will,” he 
heard Victoria say. 

“Tl get a tent put up 
between the wire and the 
trawler,” said “eke. It's as 


far away from anyone as we 
ean ger.” 

Zeke erected the pup tent 
in a small depression between 
the rocks on the Russian side 
of the wire. Then he painted 
a notice — Isolation Ward 
— and pinned it to the can- 
vas, Victoria made up a bed 
in the tent, then wrapped 
Albert carefully in a layer of 
hlankets and led him over. 

It was dark inside, Dark 
and private. Albert fell asleep 
with Victoria holding a damp 
cloth to his forehead. When 
he woke in the late afternoon, 
his sickness was no more than 
a slight queasiness, and he 
decided that it was time to 
let her into his secret. 

“Tr was the only way I 
could get you to myself,” he 
murmured. “I had to find 
same way, because I love 
you.” He was surprised with 
himself. He really meant it 
“I do love you,” he repeated. 

“And T love you.” Victoria 
kissed him. 

“We'll be alone tonight," 
said Albert. "For the first 
time really alone.” 

Victoria kissed him again. 


Evening brought a crisis. 





There was something wrong 
with the still The men 
stood around in the distillery 
cave holding a gloomy 
inquest. During the day, the 
still’s output had dropped. 
By teatime it had slowed to 
a trickle. By early evening it 
had stopped altogether. 

“Temperature’s too low, 
suid Ushakoy. “Something's 
happened to the gas flow.” 

‘They looked under 
tarnished copper at the fame 
below. It glowed a weak blue 
and shimmered just above 
the rocks, Ushakov held his 
hand im i 

“Not hot enough to boil 
the mash,” 


(Ne heat of the 


flame for the past few weeks 
seemed to have powdered 
the rocks around the outlet. 
Splinters had fallen down 
the fissure. 

“Tl think it's blacked,” said 
Ushakov, “Perhaps it will be 
difficult to free.” 

“Maybe we can rig 5 a 
gasoline burner,” said Hen- 
nessey. “It shouldn’t be too 
difficult.” 

“Wes,” agreed Vorolokev. 
“But | think we can maybe 
clear blockage. If we can hit 
with long rod, maybe we can 
move stone.” 

They dismantled the heavy 
boiler and dragged it clear 
of the gas hole, then smoth- 
ered the flame with a piece 


om 


of wet burlap, Poking down | 


the bore with lengths of ali- 
minium tubing from Rhode's 
frame tent didn’t help. What- 
ever was blockmg the hole 
stayed solidly in place some 
fifteen feet below the surface. 
Short of actually excavating 
the area, there was nothing 
to be done. 

“Tt must haye to be a gaso- 
line burner,” said Ushakov to 
Hennessey. “How long will 
it take build one?” 

“I guess we can make one 
in a couple of days,” ‘said 
Hennessey. “The trouble 1s 
that we re going to start using 
a lot of juice, and it's not 
going to be too safe.” 

“Maybe we should use 
driftwood,” said Corrigan. 
“Less dangerous,” 

“Not enough," said Voro- 
lokov. “Anyway, too late to- 
day. Must now leave until 


tomorrow, Not good, with | 
nightclub, we get short of | 


hooech.” 

“We'll have to go back on 
rations. tonight,” said Corri- 
gan. 

Igor stood watching and 
listening, a sad expression on 
his face. Suddenly his face 
cleared, He had thought of a 
way to clear the blockage 
He turned and hurried out of 
the cave. 


The sound of singing could 
still be heard from the night- 
club. Dreamy sang, the men 
drank, To Albert and Vic- 
tori it sermed to go on 
interminably, But eventualls 
they heard the men clamber. 
ing down the rope ladder 
from the trawler 
stumbling across the rocks 
toward the tents, 

There were a few: shouted 
good nights; a couple of 
ribald comments, and then 
silence descended. 

“At last,” breathed Albert, 
drawing Victoria gently into 
his arms, “Alone together at 
last.” 

“Oh, darling,” she mur- 
mured softly. 

Albert was a maestro, his 
caresses a symphony. He fre- 
quently envied the prowess 
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AND TO 
MY NEPHEW 
ALBERT... 
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of his film heroes, but he had no 
neod to. They might well have 
i He began leading 
toward an inevitalle 


Agim, dark figure darted [rom 
the trawler toward the unguar ded 
hooelt rave. It ran lightly OVE! 
the rocks and skirted: the seaweed- 
dark pools. lt stood Jor a second 
shove the cave and looked 
sound, then it dropped out of 
gilt. 

[gor pulled aside the fap aeross 
ihe entrance. [he cave was, as he 
had hoped, unguarded. He 


in. 

Te stood for a while, looking 
down at the blocked gas outlet, 
then pulled an empty soft-drink 
can from a pocket. From another 
he drew a grenade and a spool 
of fishing linc, He punched a hole 
in the bottom of the can with his 
knife and threaded the cord 
through, knotting it inside, 


4 EN, with great 


care, he pushed the rrenade into 
the can so that the sides gripped 
the lever, Then he pulled out the 


In, 

Slowly, he lowered the primed 
homb, on the fishing line, down 
the gas fissure. The pressure of 
the spring-loaded lever against the 
tm would hold the grenade safely 
in place. It slipped a fraction. 
Toor shut his eves. Lt held. 

He wiped a tand across his 
forehead, then continued lower- 
ing the charge down the outlet 
unt he felt it stop against the 
obstmetion, 

lvor retreated from the cave, 
pPyits out the line as he went. 

e stood a few yards away, to one 
tide of the entrance: Then he 
jetked the time, suddenly, and 
clasped hits hands over his ears. 
Nothing happened. He waited a 
moment, then jerked the cord 
cven more fiercely. This time the 
tim came bouncing out of the 
caver —— ¢fipty. There was 
Mlence fora few seconds . 


“My lowe,” murmured Albert. 

“Darling.” Victoria's voice was 
urgent. “Now—" 

A bright flash of orange light 
cut her words short. The ground 
shook. : 

“Albert,” she pasped. 

The tent disa ppeared, She saw 
the Wtats above them, There was 
4 shattering = explosion A, 
cathedral of flame leapt upward 
with the roar of a thousand steam 
locnmetives. 

Albert jerked suddenly and 
slumped on to the mattress. The 
iting flame lit the island like a 
moniter blowtorch She could sce 
hood pumping from a long cut on 

ie wide of is face. 

Daddy," she screamed, 

eC idland was awake, Rhodes 
Wi at her side. He wasted no 
Hime. Sober and efficient, he felt 
Fartlully for a pressure point to 
itop the bleeding. Then he tore 
* Sip of the sheet and pressed 
A pad on Albert's wound, 

Get Zeke” he ordered. 
Victoria ran in the direction of 
4 €rowd of Marines looking wp at 
the fame. or 
Chat ns als jo shouted 
rarade AN a “hated ran to the 
bathe ae atl a roll call, . 
rien se ajar. Find out if 

2s ere. 

Hetithessey obeyed. 
Zeke, Hore! St) except for 
Sak aad th a wounded TIVAL 
Atha ht pOInted to where 
ere * PUD tent had stood. 

me Kusstans were collecting 











Make 


| BEAK NUTRITION 
CHER Tian 


oe) 3B. BEEF 


OR 5 cANS 
: Half the Cost 


» Luc 


contains Wie 


= 


below the side Of the trawler. It 
glowed, looking red-hot in the 
strange light, Vorolokey ran 
over. 

“We're short of leor,” he called 
to Corrigan. “Is he with you?” 

“No. Hennessey, take Morelli 
and see if you can find Igor.” 

“Sir.” The dark top-sergeant 
grabbed Morelli by the arm and 
they doubled round the back of 
the tents 


“What's happened?" asked 
May ywrolokoy = 
“Don't Jonaw," replied the 


Major. “It looks like we've got a 
voleano on our hands. Can we get 
it out?” 

“Doubt it Gannot get near 
enourh to doe anything.” 

Even as they spoke there was 
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Marines’ boats as the Island 


grumbled and quivered. 


another explosion. A large piece 


drageed him with them. The blast 
of island detached itself and 


af another explosion threw them 


soared out into the sea, The men the remaining few feet into the A few minutes later Ace 
ducked as smaller pieces scattered water, . reported, “Everyone's in the 
over the rocks. “They've got Igor,” shouted boats, sir. Two Russians as well. 


“You okay, Sarge?” Morelli Suki. Boris and Igor. Igor's still out. 


was shouting to make himself 
heard above the hissing roar. 

“Yep. See him anywhere!” 

“L think he's down there, [t 
looks like there's a body in the 
pool hy the cave.’ 

“We gol to get him.” 

They stumbled over rocks, 
halfewam through warst-deep 
water until they were within a 
few yards of the flame and [gor's 
still body. 

Hennessey pointed back at the 
sca, ‘They grabbed the young 
Cossack by his arms and legs and 
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There was another explosion. 

“Ace, get those missiles 
dumped in the sea," shouted 
Corrigan. “Then prepare to aban- 
don ship. He ran toward Hen- 


nessey and Morelli, grabbed Igor's 


feet, and lifted him 


orem. 


from the 


"Hit the bonis,” he yelled to 
Ace, “count everyone in And 
don't forget the Limeys: Vorolo- 
kov, better get your men afloat” 
The Major hoisted Igor on to his 
shoulders and almost fan with 
him over the rocks to the 


Burns, a broken arm and maybe 
some ribs. Albert's got a bad 
wound on his head, but he'll be 
OR. 

“Push off," shouted Corrigan. 
His: words were almost lost m a 
further explosion which ¢ hipped 
off another large bunk of the 
Inland. Foul Rock trembled and 
shook so much: that it radiated 
small tidal waves that threatened 
ro swamp the boats. "Push off. 
Get clear and stay together.” 
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way. The sea was splashed 
vith orange, the light strong 
ough to see the Russians 
iotoring clear of the curtain 
f rock shrapnel. 

Their boats drew together 


replied. “Eor's got a broken 
atm and ribs, Albert concus- 
ston. The fleet should be here 
tomorrow. Dreamy's giving 
leer medical treatment. Are 
the rest of your crew okay?" 





“¥up,- answered eke 
gruffly, “I reckon we could 
make ood business. Fifty- 
fifty partnership. Want me to 
ask?” 

“What about Igor? Him is 





it? Cheese 


sandwiches again? 
Aw Mum!” 
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he called to the Kusstan boat. 
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tee Switzerland. Also positive lame, The boats pulled “What do you think? Do Albert was leaning: bach 


you agrec!” 

“Aeree to what?" asked 
Vorolokov. 

“To Boris and Igor staying 
with Zeke,” 


A CRACKLING 


series of eruptions behind we will serve, with sweet 
them made them look corm and ketchup.” 
toward the Island. There “And Igor will be speci 


was little left now. The hull 
of the Dmitri Kirov shone 
golden, ike a burial ship, in 
the geyser of light, They 
watched the bow tlt sharr'y 
upward. There was another 
explosion. The trawler shp- 
ped toward the sea and 
relaunched herself, 

For a moment she looked 
as though she would float. 
Then, stern-first, she slid 
under the waves. There was 
a final explosion that blew 
what Was Toft of the Island 
to pieces. A roar of bubbling 
gas and then silence. The 
flame died. The night was 


| black. 


For a while no one spoke. 


“How will you get back,” (The End) 
Corrigan called oir as the The book “And To MM oy 
widening gap to the Russian Al i Leave The istand wie 


boat, 
“We're fishermen,” came 
Ushakov the scientist's proud 











, tla wry J 


reply. “We'll manage inj 


arainst the hard thwart 

the boat, his head cradled hy 
Victoria, He'd watched the 
destruction of his kingdin 
without comment. Now: he | 
sat up and shouted to the 






Moscovite Kentuckian it will 
be. And such lovely borie) 


dancing for peoples at night,” 
said a weak voice from the 
bottom of the boat. “Attract § 
ing most everybodies.” | 
“That'll cast you your pen 
sion «=oim crockery,” sai 
Morelli. 
“Not much ta show of my 
Island.” Albert said sadly, 
"Only three million quid” 
Rhodes reminded him. 
“And this,” said Victorim) 
"It's what laid you out” 
She handed him a shanp 
piece of limestone — the aile 
surviving remnant of th 
Island won by Uncle Alf of 
Fatty Hagan, in a poke 
game. 
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